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George Long. 

As the hard Mifer does^ he makes ajlore 
Of various mintage— from each learned tongue! 
Of all the wifdom that is f aid orfung^ 
So none can count or guefs his wealth — of lore; 
And^ like the Mifer y doth he fret and pore ^ 
Tetf as he groweth old^ — as ever young ! 
Delving the Mine wherefrom his riches fprung^ 
His greed infatiate — crying more^ more^ more ! 
Unlike the Mifer y he doth freely yield 
From all he hath^ with no begrudging dole^ 
AndfliU doth render from the fruitful field 
Wherever knowledge thrives—from pole to pole^ — 
77// men may wonder at the hoard concealed; — 
Ahy we hut gain an atom of the whole I 



.? 




The Argument. 

r^N. POMPElUSyfurnamed Magnus ^ after 
^-^ his defeat at Pharfalia^ e/caped ultimately 
to Egypt. He was fon-in-law of Caius Julius 
Caefary by having married Julia^ Caejafs only 
daughter. In his flight towards Egypt he took up 
his Jecond wife Cornelia {widow of Publius 
CraJfuSy one of Caejafs favourite generals) at- 
LefboSy and failed thence to Pelufium. He had 
good re of on to reckon on influence and fupport in 
Egypt. During the fecond con/ulfhip of Pom- 
peiusy Ptolemaeus Auletes {father of the then 
heirs to the Egyptian throne) had been befriended 
by Pompeius at Rome. Auletes had left the ad- 
miniftration of his Will to the Roman JenatCy 
and a copy of the Will had been depoftted with 
Pompeius. Moreover^ Pompeius had induced 
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Gabinius with a Roman force^ to rejiore Auletes^ 
who had been driven out of Egypt in b. c. 58. 
Two legions of Gabinius* had been left at Alex- 
andria. On the other handy the Egyptians had 
ajjifted Pompeius in his laftconteft by fending fhips^ 
and otherwife. But the Alexandrines^ having 
intelligence of the defeat and flight of Pompeius y 
partly from jealoufy of Roman interference y and 
in view of the qfcendancy of Caefary caufed the 
murder of Pompeius at his landing. Cornelia 
witneffed his deathy and efcaped with her fony 
Sextus Pompeius. 

The Egyptians were in a ft ate of anarchy. 
PothinuSy governor {a eunuch)y Achillas y general 
{an Egyptian) y and Theodotus of Chios (tutor) y 
fupported the young Kingy Ptolemaeus, in oppofttion 
to the Will of AuleteSy which direSied that Cleo- 
patra {the eldeft child) fhould reign conjointly 
with and wedded to her brother. Cleopatra 
refiftedy and was theny with her adherent Sy beyond 
Pelufium. Hence there was a civil war. 

Miraculous events are recorded coincident with 
Caefar's viStory at Pharfalia. In the Temple of 
Minerva at EliSy the image of viSlory turned 
towards the portal. At Antiochy noijes of fight- 
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ing and trumpets: the fame at Ptolemais: at 
Pergamum, in the adytum of the temple^ founds of 
drums: in the Temple of ViSlory at TralleSy 
wherein afiatue was confe crated to Caefar^ a palm 
fprouted from between thejiones of the floor. 

When Caefar with {p, yj^oo foldiers) reached 
Egypt in purfuit of Pompeius^ he heard that 
death had ended his oppofition. Caefar was deeply 
affeSed on being told of the murder of Pompeius. 
He hady ftilly other and important interejis on his 
own part. As conful and dictator of Rome^ it 
was his duty to adminifter the Will of Ptolemaus 
Auletes. His natural difpofltion^ toOy was for 
juftice. Therefore he did not hefttate to declare 
his wifh for the joint fovereignty, as ordered by 
the Will. 

Caefar occupied that quarter of the city of 
Alexandria named Brucheium^ which extended 
towards the fea. He lodged in the palace with 
the young King and his younger brother y andfifter 
Arftnoe. Pothinus and Theodotus were alfo in the 
palace; Achillas was with the army. The views 
of Caefar were avowedly oppofed to thofe of the 
King and his minifters. Tet it waSy necejfarilyy the 
policy of the latter toftmulatey for a while y refpeSl 



6 THE ARGUMENT. 

and confiderationfor Caejafs wiflies. But Caefar 
had alfo demanded payment of the large debt due 
by Auletes to Rome and to himfelfy which, added 
to hatred of Roman intervention , caufed him to 
be very unpopular with the Alexandrines. T'his 
feeling being difplayedy Caefar fent into Afia for 
the legions there. 

Caefar perfijied in his views^ and required 
Ptolemaeus to plead before him, to fhow on what 
grounds he refufed to admit Cleopatra to the 
throne y as directed by the Will of his father. 
This angered the Minijiers, and Caefar foon 
learned that Achillas was preparing to carry out 
their deftgn by force. Achillas had command of 
20yOOO foot and 2,000 hotfe, befides thefympathy 
of the people y and poffeffton of the city and open 
country. 

While this ftate of things exijied at Alex- 
andria, Cleopatra waited, with her little army, 
beyond Pelufium. Reflecting on the fituation, 
and how poffibly to fecure the favour and 
influence of Caefar in fupport of her fovereign 
rights i fhe refolved to prefent herfelf to him, and, 
by perfuafton, with the advantage of her womanly 
attractions, win him to her caufe. The age of 
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Cleopatra was then about twenty^ and /he is 
dejcribed as beautiful in per/on^ witty and coura- 
geous, with pleajing manners^ and melodious 
voice. In the execution of her projeH /he was 
aided by Apollodorus^ a devoted officer of her 
houfeholdy and^ with him only^ coa/ledfrom Pelu- 
/turn into one of the embouchures of the Nile. 
Landings in difguife^ /he y folded in afackingy was 
carried by Apollodorus into Caefar^s apartment in 
the palaccy and there laid on a couch. Caefar 
foon after entered alonCy obferved the figure 
on the couchy removed the veil, and f aw the face 
of Cleopatra. He commanded that the ^een 
/hould be fuitably lodged and guarded in the 
palace. He infifted more than ever on the recon- 
ciliation of brother and fi/iery and on the fulfil- 
ment of the direSlions regarding them in the Will 
of Auletes — withfeemingfuccefsyfofar that there 
was a banquet to ratify the arrangement. 

But Pothinus and his party furtively oppofed 
the purpofe of Caefar. It is f aid that Caefar* s 
barber dif covered a plot. At this time Princefs 
Arjinoe fled to AchillaSy and affumed royal 
authority. 

Caefar then perfuaded the King to fend y as 
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ambajfadors to Achillas^ two diftinguijhed meriy 
Diofcorides and Serapiotiy both of whom had been 
in the confidence of Ptolemy jiuletes. Achillas^ 
without parley y ordered them to be feized and 
put to death. On thisy Caefar fecured the King, 
and, being informed of Pothinus' treachery, con- 
demned the latter to death. 

Caefar was now fully on his defence, and had to 
fend for /hips andfoldiers. Achillas advanced in 
open war, and befieged that quarter of the city 
occupied by the Romans. Caefar^s cifterns were 
rendered brackijh by the enepty; he had to dig 
wells, and in every way to exert his wonderful 
abilities to maintain his pofition. The Romans 
were in great danger, and fuffered fome defeats. 
Yet hefucceeded in taking the Ifland and "Tower 
of Pharos, with the Heptajiadium, — the mole 
which conneSled the ifland with the city, — and 
burnt many of the Egyptian /hips. During this 
ftruggle, the famous Alexandrian Library was 
accidentally dejlroyed by fire. 

Princefs Arfinoe, being now, as ^een, with 
the Egyptian army, quarrelled with Achillas^ ' 
accomplifhed his death, and appointed Ganymedes, 
the eunuch under whofe carefbe had been educated. 
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General of the army. Ganymedes f roved bimfelf 
to be a very able man. After an interval of cabal 
and intrigue between the two parties^ the Alex- 
andrineSy on finding that the Romans were fo 
difficult to conquer y offered friend/hip to Caefar^ on 
condition of his releaftng the King, whom they f aid 
they preferred to ArfinoCy and would obey. Caefar^ 
wifhing to conciliate them^ and thinking that the 
conceffion would f car cely increafe their power y gave 
up the King. Vtolemaeus parted from Caefar with 
pretended regret ^ and with the warmefi expref- 
fions of affeSion; but^ immediately after ^ headed 
the armyy and recommenced operations againft the 
Romans y fo welly that Caefar was put to fome 
dif advantage. Cleopatra remained^ under Caefar^ s 
protection y at the palace. 

The Egyptian fleet was in great flrength at 
Canopus ; the army invejied the quarter of 
Brucheium. Caefar had received reinforcements 
by land andfeay and was thereby enabled to hold 
his ground. He appointed Tiberius Nero admiral 
of his fleet y with the brave Rhodiany Euphranor^ 
under him. Caefafs fleet contended againft the 
Egyptians with partial fuccefsy but with the Iqfs 
of Euphranor. 
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At this crijisy Caefar received a mejfage from 
his friend Mithridatesof Pergamum that y having 
reached Pelujium with an army^ he had fought 
there a Juccefsful battle with the Egyptians. 
Caefar loft no time in making arrangements to 
go to hisfupport. Meanwhile Mithridates had 
taken Peluftumy and advanced towards Alex- 
andria. Caefar y with great ingenuity and bold- 
nefSy fought his way outy and joined Mithridates 
on the Delta. 

Then came the final encounter. The King had 
advanced to meet MithridateSy and had com- 
menced the at tacky when Caefar approached with 
his foldiers and Jhips. Por fome time viSlory 
wavered; till Caefar ordered a defper ate onftaught 
on the campy which refulted in the complete rout 
of the Alexandrines ; and the Kingy in attempt- 
ing to efcape to a Jhipy was drowned. 

After this engagement y the Alexandrines fub- 
mitted to Caefar y who eftablifhed Cleopatra on 
the thronCy coupled with her younger brother y 
then but a boy : — thus fulfilling his duty as 
executor (for Rome) of the PFill of Auletes. 

Peace having been reftoredy Caefar lingered 
for about three months y regulating the affairs 
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of Egypt. But he did not let that interval 
pafs unemployed for increafe of knowledge^ and 
for recreation^ after his fevere trials and dif 
treffeSy which had brought him almojl to defpair. 
The loft books of Appian on Egypt contained 
the particulars of Caefar's journey up the Nile 
with Cleopatra. In that journey y fo far as to 
the firft cataraSl {the limit of Egypt) y he would 
fee moft of the wonderful remains y ancient to them 
as to uSy — Memphis and Thebes y Heliopolis^ 
the PyramidSy the Memnony the SphinXy the 
cities of Lake MoeriSy SyenCy and the romantic 
ifland Elephantine. In Cleopatray he had a com- 
panion whofe wit andfpirit fivere congenial with 
his difpofition. 

But Caefar did not for long forget his duties to 
his country. His chief miftrefs was Rome. 
Returning to Alexandriay he did what be couldy 
promptly andrefolutelyytoconfolidate the authority 
of the ^een. He took the fix th legion with him 
to Syria — there to oppofe Phamaces — and left 
the reft of his Roman force at Alexandria to 
fupport Cleopatra. 

After fuccefsful campaigns in Syriay Africay 
and Spainy Caefar — at Rome — held a Triumph 
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for the Alexandrine War, in which two con- 
/picuous ohjelts were the Princefs Arfnoe, and 
a cameleopard {or giraffe), then for the firfi 
time feen in Europe, This may be viewed as 
the clofingfcene of a very interejiing and too little 
regarded epifode in the career of Caius Julius 
Caefar. 




Caefj 



ar in 



Egypt. 



I. 

SO while away the ages, — come, and gone ! 
Monuments voices have ; — the later arts 
Yield livelier records of the filent Paft. 
Pile we the relics ! print the lettered page 
In multiples unreckon'd, till, entranced. 
We fee the withered centuries, embalm 'd, 
And, as in foffil or in cryftal (hown. 
The difembodied Mind : — in vain ! in vain ! 
For Mind is ever new ; emotion fprings 
As fountain newly from the riven rock. 
Lo, like the petal wakening to the Sun, 
The Soul that cometh hath inheritance 
Coeval juftly with the birth of Time. 
Yet do we fondly ween, if paffion moved. 
So paffion kindles now ; and, thus aflured. 
Live, in vicarious ecftafy, fomewhiles. 
The life of Men foregone j — conceive their ads. 
And feel their mental wounds. 



14 CAESAR IN EGYPT. 

Pompeius Magnus ! 
Who, as a Palace in a Fortrefs, flood— 
In flrength or fplendour equal, — zt one flroke 
Bared of its boaftful beauties, and laid low. 



Pbarfalia loft ! how but to die or fly ? 
** What, even to the ramparts do they come ? 
My dear Cornelia ! now at Lefbos waiting, 
Waiting to greet me Emperor of the World. 
Take ofF my Armour, — take that purple robe. 
And bring me ruflet of the peafant-fort. 
As leaft that came of greateft ! let me go.' 



>» 



And then he went, through woods and coverts 
winding, 
Firft to LarifTa, fair Theflalia's pride, — 
Cradle of Thetis' fon, Achilles, erft. 
Nor far from where Olympus towers to heaven ; — 
Then on through Tempe, to the poets dear. 
And to the ftrand, whereat, by dream forewarn*d, 
Pedcius, from his bark, Pompeius hail'd ; 
And, with Favonius and the Lentuli, 
To Lefbos bore him. Of Cornelia's grief, — 
Why tell what every human heart doth know ? 
But now — how next the conqueror's hand evade ? 
To Libya, to Parthia, or to Egypt ? 
Pompeius Magnus ! could he then o'erlook 
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Egypt's indebtednefs ? — to Cyprus next, 
Thence to Pelufium and the new boy-King. 
A Daemon, doubtlefs, led him to that fhore ! 



Attended poorly, came Pompeius there; 
His {hips but few, his men two thoufand told. 
The one-time arbiter is fuppliant now : 
Whereat the fiend, Ingratitude, took form. 
Urged by Pothinus, eunuch, mifanthrope. 
And hater, — hating moft the man moft loved! 
Accurft Sepdmius, ftriking from behind, 
Achillas following with a foldier's aim, 
Him reft of life whom legions could not kill. 
So fell he, butcher'd in Cornelia's fight. 
Her fwooning fhriek refounding to the fhore ! 
Her guardians, haftily, the anchor weigh*d, 
And, with young Sextus, of Pompeius fcion, 
Convey'd her, grieving, to a friendlier land. 

Gallant Pompeius ! ftrong of arm and loin. 
Of curly crown and merry countenance, 
Giant in mufcle, or of body or brain. 
Charmer of women and men, the paramount, 
Save one — of loftier zenith ! — muft it be j 
By the ftrift canon of pre-eminence. 
To pale and fall before the brighter ftar, — 
Defert the world to make, for Caefar, fpace ? 
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Lo, on that day of ftrife unparallerd, 
The ghoftly fpheres were moved to vifible figns. 
At Elis, in Minerva's facred Fane, 
(EliSy the fandluary of the nations round,) 
The Phidian image to the portal turn*d ; 
At Antioch, Ptolemais, Pergamumy 
The temples rang with fuperhuman founds 
Of drums and trumpets, and the crafh of war. 
At Tralles, llirine of Caefar's effigy, 
A palm-tree fprung, full-leaf 'd, from ftony floor. 

Then Caius Julius, firft and greateft Caefar, 
Becomes the Monarch of all humankind. 
Not yet ! for, from Pharfalia's hateful fray, — 
Where, with infenfate rage, the gods of Earth, 
To Roman, Roman, friend and brother ftrove, 
Defpifing death, to prove that On^ muft reign, — 
Vanifh'd Pompeius ! whither — whither gone ? 
To Egypt onward ! fcorn the fcatter'd hofts, — 
Which like evaporate clouds again condenfe, — 
Speed on to find the famous fugitive. 
In ruin ftrong — with magic in his name ! 
To find — too late, alas ! his trunklefs head : 
Too late to conquer, and too late to fave ! 

The end afTured, to Rome the Hero fent, 
And, his o'erbrimming heart relieving, wrote 
*' The crowning comfort of my viftory refts — 
To pardon Romans by mifhap my foes." 
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And Caefar wept — fuch tears as muft be true. 
His Julia's hufband, and his deareft friend ! 
Dry — dry the tears ! men cannot work and weep ; 
And now is urgent, vital work to do. 

King Ptolemseus, his laft Teftament 
Committed, haply to fecure its aim. 
In facred truft, unto the Roman fenate. 
This was Auletes, or the Piper, named. 
Sometime depofed, he had been gueft at Rome, 
And to Pompeius, Cato, and Gabinius, 
Owed, by advice and War's arbitrament, 
Safe re-inftatement to his regal power. 
Owed he, moreover, cafh to divers Romans, 
And much to Caefar, who, fole Conful now, 
Remain'd, for Rome, his reprefentative. 

The Conful, (knowing not Pompeius* death, — 
On Romans counting, by Grabinius left,) 
To Alexandria came, with flender force. 
And as a King, — a King of Men, — the City 
In regal progrefs, with his li£lors, enter'd, 
Fafces before him, — and the people frown'd : 
" Pompeius rid of, muft they ftill confefs 
Roma's authority ?" Stern, Caefar ftrode. 
Following his bold and trufty mefTengers, 
Until the Royal Alexandrine Houfe. 
There Ptolemaeus, and the Prince cadet, 
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Arfinoe, Princefs, Sifter of the Queen, 
And grim Pothinus, Eunuch-Minifter, 
Him met with fmiles and fimulate honefty; — 
And there, with cool and courteous dignity, 
Abided he in well-pretended ftrength. 

But Caefar faid, " By King Auletes' WiU, 
The Princefs and the Prince conjoint muft reign/ 
Pothinus, with defign not all unwife, 
Foreftaird the Salique law ; full well aware 
That Cleopatra could his craft outreach ! 
Yet Caefar faid "It is Auletes' Will, 
By Rome held facred, muft accomplifli'd be." 
Whereon Pothinus, in diflemblance deft. 
Bent low the knee — " Behold ! a judgment juft/' 
So far aflented, Caefar prefled his fuit 
For monies due to Romans, for himfelf 
Of more than half-a-million fterling pounds. 
Pothinus bent the knee, gave monies, yet. 
Among his friends, made pleafure of his fcorn, 
And multiplied indignities on Caefar : 
" He had but delf— all filver veflels fold 
To yield the requifition ;** clamour'd citizens 
Againft the impoft raifed to pay the debt 
Pothinus profper'd in a fool's delight, 
Whilft Caefar fent for legions, — far away ! 

And while Pothinus plotted, Caefar thought, — 
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On fur&ce fmooth to Minifter or King. 
Here was a lull of reft, and Caefar faid 
** I would the wonders of this City fee, 
Defign'd by him the Great of Macedon, 
Built at whofe heft by fkill'd Dinocrates ; — 
Myfelf furvey the works whereof I read." 
He iaw the Soma which ^' the body " held, — 
"The body" term'd, with juft fignificance, — 
Of him the founder, — Conqueror of the World ; — 
At thought of whom he, once, had grieved to tears. 
That other man furpalTd him in renown ! 
He faw Serapis' Temple, and the Tower 
Of that ingenious fchemer, Softratus, 
On Pharos raifed, (with Beacon-fire,) led to 
By Heptaftadium ; and the Docks and channels 
The Palace nearing, (with belligerent view ;) 
The Catacombs yclept Necropolis ; 
Pofeidon's Temple^ to the feamen dear ; 
The vaft Emporium, (to Canopus loft ;) 
Gymnafium, Stadium, Amphitheatre, — 
Pan's Temple, on the hill-top towering ; — 
The Hippodrome, — the fubterranean Cifterns : 
But more than all did Caefar's cultured mind 
Rejoice beholding that far-famed Mufeum, — 
Well-fpring of learning — fcroll on fcroll up-piled — 
Of fcience and philofbphy much loved, — 
And nurfery of the men who him had taught. 
Ah ! little thought he, by his a& to perifb. 
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Meantime Queen Cleopatra, — felf-ftyled 
queen, — 
Watch'd, with her true adherents, from afar. 
Beyond PeluHum, in fome ftrength encamp'd, — 
By refolute Achillas held at bay, — 
The peril knowing, and yet undifmay'd. 
Was fhe not daughter of a line of kings ? 
No moment yielding to a craven mind. 
As born a Queen, — a Queen (he meant to be. 
Of all the Cleopatras famed moft, 
Or Alexander's fifter, — made a bride 
On Philip's fatal day ; or fhe the wife 
Of royal OEneus' fon, doomed Meleager : 
Who, wafting flow, by magic fpell accurft; 
For his wild love of Atalanta died. 
Like all high fpirits, her own counfellor 
In things of import grave, (he reafon'd thus — 
" Comes Caefar, miflion'd by the gods for me ! 
He has decreed, and juftly, muft I own. 
My brother me (hould wed — the paltry boy 1 
For me, alack 1 no mate — it (hall not be. 
I reign alone, and wed me where I love. 
My friend (hall Caefar be ! how gain I him ? 



In thought entranced, the Queen uprofe, transfix*d. 
Her hands on high, by fingers interlock'd. 
With lips compreflied, and look of firm intent ; — 



CAESAR IN EGYPT. ii 

Then, difapparelling, unwittingly 

Turn'd to the fpeculum her faultlefs limbs. 

And, at her image glancing, felf-enamour'd. 

Sank couchanty to voluptuous flumber given. 

Sleep hovers o'er the fpirit at unreft ; — 

** What can I offer Caefar ? he is mighty ! 

Hath fame and wealth, and, in the name of Rome, 

Commands the world. What can I give to Caefar ? " 

Succeeds a waking dream, — Ambition's dream ! 
Expanding, warming — melting into fleep. 
Frefh as the Lotus to the eye of day. 
Woke Cleopatra to her phantafy, — 
In fomnolence refolved purpofe grown. 
Well did (he too her thoughts imperfonate ; — 
Of goddefs' vifage, lit with eyes of fire. 
And brain that kept them burning, and of form 
Inftindl with dignity and Queenly grace,— 
Meet incarnation of her dreadlefs foul ! 
Like a fair column fet alone, (he flood 
Revolving her defign. 

" What man of mark, 
A man with me to match, will difrega^d 
A beauteous woman, and that one a Queen, — 
That Queen a Cleopatra — lafl of all 
Of men the greatefl ? Caefar needeth nought — 
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What can I give him then ? — but Cleopatra ! — 

If to be lorded, let my firft lord be 

The man of men who rears above them all ; — 

Queen Cleopatra Cleopatra gives, 

That only one ! — fo muft he yield, and place 

Me on my throne." 

Clang-clang ! clang-clang ! the cymbals ; 
Dames attend : compofed, with gracious gefture. 
Greeting, ihe welcomes them \ would fain conceal 
Her paffionate temper, wrought by fchemes untold ; 
Diflimulates, with pleafant irony, and fays 
** They are too anxious and too loving all." 
The tiring done, the fumptuous trefles plaited, 
The jewels and the perfumes minifter*d, 
She bids them, parting, ** fend ApoUodorus." 
He, as a champion, unbought, chivalricp. 
Bound to the Queen in fealty, inftant came. 

Seated, in royal robe, the Queen of Egypt ! 
Spake Cleopatra, — ** Friend Apollodorus, 
Thou knoweft well my ftraits ; my army weak, 
Achillas traps me, and Pothinus dire 
Hates me, as eunuch fhould ; then what to do ? 
The Queen of Egypt, — and I am the Queen ! — 
Thou fee'ft that Caefar, noble though he be, 
Rules, in obfervance of my Father's whim. 
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To wed me with that boy, to have me reign 

In couples ! this, Pothinus and Achillas 

Refift alike, — and I am with them there ! 

'Tis hard, contending with a Father's Will, — 

Made it not I ! thenceforth muft I contend ; 

Defpite of them and Caefar, I (hall reign. 

The Conful knows me not — to him I go : 

Nay (brink not 1 for, with thee I to him fpeed. 

Trufty ApoUodorus, can'ft tKou doubt, 

I will fucceed in that I machinate ? 

Caefar is mortal man, though like a god 

In force and eminence, and I will be 

The grandeft woman of this God-made Earth, 

Of this world's vidtor, viSor, — ^with one arm, 

Will rout Pothinus and his daftard crew. 

Now liften well, my friend, the while I tell 

Particulars of my arch ftratagem. 

Thou haft fome friends in the Palace, — learn from 

them 
Of Caefar' s goings out, and comings in \ 
This done, we coaft in menial guife, by night. 
Unto the gate of my anceftral home, — 
The princely City of the Ptolemies, — 
Where, my ApoUodorus, I will dwell. 
A friend worth having muft be ftrong and brave. 
And thou art ftrong of heart and limb I know — 
Thou can'ft and wilt, whereto I bid, me'carry, — 
Even to Caefar's chamber ; ftart not fo ! 
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I'll tell thee how anon ; but leave me there, — 
The reft is mine to do." 

Devoted as 
A loyal knight, whatever the venture prove, 
Apollodorus bowed, obeifant, faying, — 
" Be it fo," quickly went, and foon returned, — 
To tell, " O Queen ! the projedl is prepared." 
The next ftill eve they fped, in tiny IkifF, 
Muffled and mafk'd ; watchful, the verges nearing 
Of the Internum, next Egyptus' (hores, 
Paft the feven mouths of Nile, to port of Pharos, 
Whereat, unfeen, they landed, — to proceed 
Along the Mole, along the dufky ftreets 
Of bufy Alexandria ; there, foretold, 
Apollodorus promptly hid the Queen, 
In covert fiife, for reft and fuftenance. 
He to the Palace, (he to think her part. 
And, after fleep, the bath, and then to braid 
Her raven treffes, to the cinQure falling. 
And clothe her fair for Caefar. Well flie knew 
To make perfection perfe£l, and the art 
To win : 

Ere long ApoUodprus came. 
" What more my Queen ? I but exift to ferve thee." 
And Cleopatra thank'd him by a fmile ! 
^' Quail not, brave heart ! PU guide thee what to do ; 
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Ami attired as befits a Queen ?" 

Beholding, much abafh'd, her dazzling beauty, 

Scarce feeing for the radiance of her prefence — 

E'en as the Sun, too bright, a darknefs brings, — 

Bending, he utter'd low, '' Thou art my Queen." 

Then Cleopatra^ in fierce hope exultant, — 

'* Swathe me, ApoUodorus, as I'lie, 

In that coarfe canvafs, as fome merchandife, — 

For it is cuflom, delicate things to hide 

In rude outcovering, — flraightway with thine arms. 

Thy mufcular limbs, tranfport me, till I refl 

The rightful tenant of my Royal Houfe, 

Nor lefs than occupant of Caefar's Room." 

EfFrayed, obedient, bold ApoUodorus 

Inwrapp'd her gently, and, with tender grafp, 

To his broad fhoulder raifed her, and, away ! 

In garb of flave, his precious burthen bearing, 
On, heeding none, his devious courfe he threads, 
As one on work intent, who goes his way. 
The Palace knew he, and the Greek flaves there 
Cared not to ftay him. Caefar then in council 
ApoUodorus found, as pre-defigned. 
His fandum void ; and next, the curtains (hut, 
Soft on a filken couch the Queen difpofed. 
With timorous hands, and palpitating pulfe. 
As o*er a lovely flower, conflrain'd to leave 
Its perfume and its petals unimpaired, — 
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The rough envelopment he then unroll'd 

From ofFher dainty members, folding her 

Clofely, in mantle rich, of royal woof; 

And fo (he, bound in the brocaded coil, 

Lay, as a mummy waiting for the tomb, — 

Only the face unfhrouded. Spake She then, — 

** Veil me, ApoUodorus, then depart, — ' 

Thee I forget not, — to my people fay 

Their Queen is foon to reign, — they have my 

bleffing!" 
With lowly creft retiring, — backwardly, 
ApoUodorus, mutely, draped the door, 
And fled the Palace. 

All is filent now. 
Liftening for footfall, Cleopatra drowfed ; 
And, drowftng, hears, eftfoons, a manly tread, 
Soldierly, meafured — yes ! it muft be Caefar. 
The Conful enter'd, in difrobing penfive — 
Next, flowly walk'd, and walk'd, and prefently 
With (harp glance mark'd an objeftnew and ftrange. 
Thy nerves fail not great Caefar, — " what is this ? *' 
Obferving, curioufly, the regal vefture, 
He, ftatue-like, the dormant figure fcann'd. 
(His towering forehead, his far-fearching eye, 
His firm-fet lip that, voicelefs, could command.) 
The while he thought, and thought, impailively — 
Then, with a cautious hand difplaced the veil. 
And met, full blaze, two black, refplendent eyes, 
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In paffion or intelligence fupreme ! 
The placid countenance, immobile, (pake, — 
Not to the outward ear, — the world is hufh'd ! 
Gazing, turn'd Caefar — turning, gazed again ; 
Then utter'd in deep tone, " Thou ? Cleopatra." 
A moment's paufe, — the funny cheeks grew funnier, 
Flafh'd forth frefli fparkles the figniiicant eyes. 
The ruby, pouting lips to fweet tone parted, — 
Pronouncing only, " Caefar." Then is filence. 

As a huge mountain in the Earthquake-fliock, 
The frame of Caefar quiver'd ; yet no fign 
That the full-throbbing heart its pulfes found. — 
The foul that, dauntlefs, had confronted death, 
Diflblved to weaknefs by a woman's fmile ! 
With dumb refpeS, and kingly dignity 
Raifed he the Queen, — unfolded her, demure. 
Placed her enthroned, and with a knightly bow. 
Sat at decorous diftance. 

" Royal Lady, 
Yes, — I am Caefar, — needlefs to declare 
That thou art Cleopatra, — other none 5 
Lefs than a Caefar could that truth divine. 
Yet, may he humbly a(k, how cam'ft thou here, — 
What may he do, of good, for her fo fair ?'* 
Commenced the Queen, — ^^ Great Caefar, King of 

Men, 
Thou knoweft my diftrefs ; — Executor 
Of Ptolemaeus, King, would' ft have me reign 
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In wedded link, with that young brother-boy ! 
Say' ft thou it is his Will ? — it is not mine ! 
Wed not I with the ftripling ! even though 
Pothinus and Achillas not oppofe — 
Even though Caefar fays it (hall fo be 1 
Am not I Firft of Egypt ? fo to wive, 
No Queenfhip other than- the Slave of flaves. 
In thy told purpofe, Conful, thou art juft. 
But know'ft not Cleopatra, — (he is here 1 — 
The Queen of Egypt am I, and will reign ; 
Mate I with equals, — may with Caefar mate, — 
Eleft my Knight^ my aegis, and my Jove ! ** 

With paufe for breathing, Caefar — ** Well thou 
fpeakeft, 
And in thy Regal bearing, Regal fpirit, 
Should'ft, in mere juftice, win thy way to power. 
The Queen of beauty, as by birth a Queen. 
Yet, above all defires, my Miftrefs chief 
Is Rome, — no matter ; let it reft to-day ; 
To-morrow fliall we find what courfe is beft.*' 

Then Cleopatra, feeing (he had gain'd, 
Her manner eafing to a genial humour, 
Jubilant, radiant — fmiling, '* Yea, my King ! 
Thy miftrefs Rome of me precedence takes ! 
That I accord, ungrieved ; thy miftrefs Rome 
Exa£ts obedience, Egypt, prays thy help. 
Be love and duty equal in regard. 



^ B_ 
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What Cleopatra pleads is Woman's plea, — 
The feeble to the ftrong one, who controls 
The hundred Nations, — who may add to thefe 
Egypt in Cleopatra, — when flie reigns ! " 

** Sweet forcerefs ! fweetly conquer, — ^better fo j 
Than I to overcome — where I would not ! 
Yet would I conquer, only to obtain 
Sole fway, with love's fubje£tion, — in thy heart. 
Thou flialt eftabliih'd be, — though men may fay 
Thou do'ft prevail o'er him who doth prevail. 
For, loft the halo of the Crown of Egypt, 
Thy Seer foretells that, to the end, thou wilt 
Prevail as Cleopatra." 

Caefar rofe, 
Elate, — a courtly gallant ! kiff'd her palm, 
(Holding the taper fingers wiftfully.) 
Whereat flie laugh'd exuberant, — and, unthinking, 
Clapp'd hands for joy : this taken for a call. 
Brought in attendants, Caefar's Quaeftor one ; 
To whom the Conful, nearing, gravely faid, 
** Guard well this Lady, — for (he is the Queen ; — 
Conduct her to the Matrons, let them care 
To lodge her Royally : my order this ! " 
The Quxftor fign'd afTent, and Cleopatra 
Moving, (with formal reverence to Caefar,) 
Dumbly, him following, went. 

Along the floor, — 
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Chromatic, teflelate with marbles rare, — 
Pacing, on-pacing with uncounted fteps. 
As one who finds new pabulum for thought, — 
Caefar, fomewhile irrefolute, fuddenly 
Summoned his vaflals. 

The fucceeding day. 
Met with Pothinus and the boyifh King, 
Unchanged, he urged the reconcilement due 
In profecution of Auletes' Will^ — 
True to his office as Executor. 
Pothinus temporized, — the King agreed — 
Moreover, to a banquet for that day. 
Whereat, in proud array (hone Cleopatra, 
Herfelf a Queen, albeit not yet of Egypt ! 
The Kingy but young, nor wholly confident — 
Accompliih'd Alexandrine in deceit, — 
Lean'd to Pothinus, and Theodotus, 
Or Minifter or Tutor, of one mind, — 
Withheld confent to Cleopatra's claims. 
Caefar decreed, — ^^ to me the King muft plead,- 
Make manifeft his right to reign alone. 
Auletes' Will is Law, myfelf am Rome." 
At this Pothinus, anger'd, made cabal. 
And, with the General, Achillas, leagued. 
His mandate to the army boldly fent. 
In the King's name, Brucheium to inveft. 

Cae(ar, ftill earned for a friendly clofe, — 
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His force unequal to the inftant war, — 
Ambafladors defpatch'd, the King*s true friends, 
(Serapion, Diofcorides, men* of mark) 
To parley with Achillas, who, uncaring, 
Said—" they (hall die ! " 

Then muft great Ronie*s Di&ator 
Rome's power difplay : — the Alexandrines bold, — 
In numbers, horfe and foot, munitions, ftrong, — 
(Some, Roman Soldiers of Gabinius erft,) 
Muft not be openly fronted : fortify 
The Palace s guard well outpofts and the harbour ; 
Infpire the foldiers to their ftauncheft valour, 
And win by ftrategy what arms would lofe. 
Pothinus, and the King, are prifoners now 
With. Caefar, — whilft Achillas hems him in. 
Surrounds the Palace, — ^in his pride afcendant ! 
*'Will he not vanquiih who the greateft van- 

quifh'd ? 
Nay, kill great Caefar, as he did Pompeius ? " 
In vain the onflaught ! — to the Harbour now ! 
Their fleet ablaze ! and foon the dreadful tirebrands 
To the fhore wafted — to the buildings fpread. 
And then alas ! the treafure-houfe of wifdom, 
That library mo ft valued of the world. 
Is wrapt in flame ! who dares fuch lofs compute ? 
Who difinter the thoughts that ended then ? 
Will genius regenerate a conceit, 
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A once evolved germ be born again ? 
There went deftru6tion of immortal parts, 
Even as the burning ofcthe fouls of men. 
Then, with refiftlefs ardour, fallied Caefar, 
Seized Pharos' tower, and gave it garrifon, 
Storm'd the ftrong places to Brucheium nigh, 
And, for the nonce, Achillas kept aloof. 

During that day of perturbation dread, 
Whilft, in the doubtful fray, confufion ruled, — * 
Princefs Arfinoe to Achillas went. 
And, with oft proven Ptolemaic fpirit, 
AfTumed the regal power, — and title, too; 
For that fhrewd General felt his own defed 
Of true authority, to popular view. 
By Caefar's wife detention of the King. 
And, at this time, Pothinus, furely fhown 
In traitorous miflives to th' Egyptian camp, — 
The Conful doom'd him to a felon's fate. 

Albeit Cleopatra, — all her charms, 
And, certes, Caius did not fuch mifprize, — 
Caefar, aftute, energic, preff'd the war, — 
For now indeed a war, againft his wiih. 
To Rhodes, Cilicia, Syria, — for fleets ; 
To Crete for archers, e'en to Nabathaea, 
(King Malchus, of the line of Ifmael,) 
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For cavalry. Meanwhile, the outworks guarded, — 
Intrench ment, baftion, gabion, all devices 
For fafety indifpenfable, are done. 
Yet had he a6tive foes, with power and wit : 
Shut out from land, from fea prevented much, 
His cifterns render 'd brackifh, — fo, he might 
Heed the mifgiving murmurs, doubt himfelf. 
But he was Roman, and allied with Romans. 
*'Dig wells,*' he faid : "retreat before thefe 

caitiffs ? 
Forget not Rome ! ** 

Pompeius' legion came ; — 
But could not enter : oiF! to bring them in. 
Achillas now no more, ArAnoe made 
Ganymed General, judging well his worth ;— 
For with much art he ftrove — in ta6lics quick, 
To baffle Caefar. He untrammell'd quite, 
With multitudinous hoft, — his foe penn'd in 
By land and fea, — obftru£lion either fide ; 
The city, like a cliff too ftraight to climb. 
The Harbour block'd and patroll'd ceafeleffly. 
Off, off! to Sea, — the legion to relieve. 
There in great ftrength is Ganymed ; and Caefar, 
In paltry fquabble perils his repute, — 
As hero-born, the fame for fmall or large, — 
Confronts the chance, whatever the odds, to gain. 
The ftrife is hot, — the Conful's fliip furrounded, 

F 
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Away he fwam, his fcarlet chlamys lofing, — 
His tablets bearing, — and a charmed life ! 
He mafters, — ^and the Alexandrines quail 
(Craven at fight of Roman fortitude — ) 
Appeal to Caefar, — " Give us back our King, 
We love nor Ganymed, nor Arfinoe, 
Let us but have the King, and there is peace." 
Caefar foreknew his legions marching on, 
Delay advifed, preferr'd at worft to ftrive, 
Though with a beardlefs King, if that mud be, 
Inftead to combat with a headlefs herd. 
Whom to difcom'fit were inglorious. 
Whom to be beaten by left honour none. 
Then went he, Ptolemaeus, ftreaming tears, — 
Egyptian tears, unreal and unimpaflion'd. 
As thofe their crocodiles' ; he " could not go, — 
Efteem'd to live with Caefar more than all 
The rights of kingfliip :" yet he fped, and foon 
Unmaflc'd his nature, — like a tiger-whelp 
Freed from the toils ; and, in few-counted days, 
Made clear there was a motive in that change. 
The tears that falfely had been tears of joy. 
Were, prematurely flied, his tears of woe ! 

Caefar, in paufes fweet, by leifure ftrain'd. 
With Cleopatra honied counfel held. 
Amid fuch dangers, well it was to have 
So fair a Chancellor, — ^withal fo wife ! 
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Taught in Egyptian wiles, adept in craft. 
Did (he unthread the tangles of their fchemes, 
And circumvent their projects j knew fhe not 
Methods and men of Egypt ? who outwits 
Egyptian like Egyptian i land or fea. 
Leader or follower, every trick of war. 
To her apt cognizance, not idly fhown. 
Expert in tongues, fhe could, with tad, difcourfe 
To divers races, their intrigues to learn. 

The King away, free, Cleopatra breathes ! 
And thus, at eafe, the ftorm a while becalm'd, 
For lit reception of the Conful cares. 
With fervent eyes, as one in trance o'erjoy'd, 
With light imbued, her foul to love refign'd, 
Array'd in raiment fine, of filver tiflue. 
Anklets and armlets, ferpent-like, of gold. 
Her white, well-moulded bofom half difplay'd. 
Fair neck begemm'd, — yea, jewels laid on jewels, — 
Her ebon hair luxuriant, braided part, 
And partly flowing, — proudly Egypt's Queen 
Awaits his advent ; lift ! his footftep founds,-— 
A found familiar grown ! 

Both hands held forth, 
** Welcome ! thrice welcome to my heart, 

O Caius, — 
Timely confenting to releafe their King — 
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He now their King — I, next, their Queien to be ! 
Nor will my praife be poorer, when I tell 
*Twas I their errand prompted — doft thou frown ? 
Was it not well i — nay, blame me guardfully — 
For thou haft done the thing / pre-ordain'd, — 
Defign'd to pradice Cleopatra's thought ! 
Thou art my King ; — I, thy prime Counfellor, 
Have difentangled thee, — as time will {how. 
The foolifh boy, on fole dominion fet, 
Will head againft thee the Egyptian hoft. 
Thy rival he, and Roma's enemy ! 
Then what becomes of King Auletes' Will ?'* 
Her arms outftretching, laugh'd ihe — Caefar 

laugh'd, 
In chorus fympathetic, and impaf&oned — 
Diftraught in loving admiration, — faid, 
" Bright flower of Egypt ! cherifh'd in my heart — 
Even as thou fay'ft that Caius is thy King. 
He had thy view, but told thee not, for love ; 
Wifh'd to be chided by thee, bear thy gibes. 
To gain the rapture of thine after-praife, 
When he fhould fpeak of this thou did'ft foreknow ! 
Ah ! — Charmer fair," — then rifing to her eyes. 
In thofe ink-mirrors his own face he found 
Reflefted— 

** Cleopatra, lam there ! 
It is myfelf, — to be Caefarion named. 
The Son of Caefar — King of Kings unborn ; 



.^■^ 
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Of Cleopatra born— a Son (hall be ! " 

Then, being loft in love's beatitude, 

Embraced her, murmuring fondly, " We have loved. 

And it is ftrange that the divided years 

Do not ill-match us ; fuch thy Caius was — 

His fate accomplifhing, in manhood's prime, — 

Strong in the greed of empire ; fo art thou ! , 

Bating not hope that, whatfoe'er the baulks, 

Thou'rt born to reign, — and thought he fo, thy 

King ! 
Yet, deareft dear, the ftriving is not done, 
Nor paft the peril, — but we muft prevail, — 
* For Cleopatra, Caefar !' now the cry.'* 

Gladden'd, infpired, (he, the incomparable. 
At inftant impulfe, clofe enfolded him : 
'^ Mine earthly Jove ! look at me, kifs me thrice, 
That thou may' ft love me to thy heart's content, 
Be with me quite, for now and evermore : 
Thou haft rifk'd greatly for me ; I am proud, 
Beyond my kindred pride of Ptolemy, 
To have been mated with«the greateft man ; 
Muft — muft we part ? thy Miftrefs Rome for thee ! 
Thy Queen, — ^lone Miftrefs — Miftrefs, loft her 
lord ! " 
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The Conful, gently loofing, gravely then — 
Let each be great, — I, as of Rome the Ruler, 
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(For fo again have they eleAed me,) 

Or thou, of this hir region, which I more 

With thee would fearch, this brawl ignoble paft. 

Then will we vifit Egypt's far confines. 

Love more and more each time we meet or part ; 

More loving, part, perchance to meet no more ! " 

With drooping forehead Cleopatra, filent, 

The chamber quitted, as overcome with grief, — 

Attending, Caefar, to the gates of Sleep. 

Though hours fly gaily, Time the future broods. 
And utmoft flillnefs bodes the impending florm ; — 
Yet, in fuch paufe of quiet we relax, 
And quafF and laugh, oblivious of our cares. 
Nor did thofe eafeful hours quite fruitlefs pafs. 
With Cleopatra ; fhe, at eve reclining. 
In penfive mood : 

" My Caius, happy now. 
We may forewarn of things that next will be. 
I have fome notice from my native friends 
That foon the leaven of our brother King, — 
Which you or I, or both^ — nay tell not either ! — 
Have thrown among that ill-afTorted hofl. 
Will breed a ferment difficult to ftay. 
Guard well thy fhips, watch well thy water-i^ays. 
Or they will flarve us, like a rat (hut in." 

Then Caefar, cheerly, with approving fign, 
^* Sage as fair Mentor ! it is order'd now ; 
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Their fchemes know I, yet value what thou fay'ft; 

To-morrow will our fleet be fully armM, 

Our brave Euphranor, Captain of the Fleet, 

Tiberius Nero, General in command. 

True they exceed us much in (hips and men. 

Still, by our prowefs, fhall we overcome ; 

And thou, enthroned, wilt with me glory fhare." 

** My King 1 forgive if, woman, I would know 
More than thou knoweft, — though the ftake be 

mine ; 
If I preferve the courage of my race. 
Would I not fuccour thee, at any coft. 
And prove me Cleopatra ? Young (he is. 
Yet dares (he now to die, for greater life, 
Or thrice to die Caefarion to give ! " 

Beyond himfelf exalted, Caefar rofe, 
To clafp her, faying, '* Have no dread, my love, 
Be fure Caefarion fhall protected be, — 
Unborn, or born, be fafe, and comforted 
In thy maternal foul's ferenity ; 
So, to the ihield of Caefar keep thy faith.'* 

At dawning hour the founds of conteft rang ; 
Firft with the Navies, — for, along the night. 
Scouts had return'd, with tidings of alarm : 
The Egyptian Fleet emerged, in hoAile form. 
Waylaid the convoys, much by Caefar needed 
For war's fupplies s — away, away ! to fea j — 
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Too foon returning — lacking bold Euphranor, — 
For once too bold. 

Then came the grateful news — 
That Mithridates, ftyled of Pergamum, 
Whom Caefar fomewhile fent in fearch of fuccours, 
(A conftant friend, deferving of report,) 
Had, with his gathered force, Pelufium gain'd, — 
(The barrier ftrong 'twixt Syria and Egypt, — 
By forefight of the wife Achillas arm'd ;) — 
That fortrefs ftorm'd, and the Egyptian foilM. 
Egypt had entries dual — one from fea, 
By Pharos, and from land, — Pelufium ; 
Both, now, the Roman's. Onward^ Mithridates I 
Still, as he went, fubduing. 

To the fray 
The Conful, parting, doubtful comfort takes 
In a conftrain'd farewell : ** Now, love, adieu ! 
My chance is equal, though the war be fmall. 
This — this the lot of life, to fatisfy 
The world's demand ; fair Queen, for thee I go, — 
And for myfelf, — for true it is to fay 
That I mufi do it ; forrow fome to know. 
And motive much to urge, that Egypt's fate 
Is in the hazard, — ill the gods forefend ! 
Yet, if I die, — then, love, for thee I die : 
Go thou to Mithridates, — he has virtue. 
For Caefar's fake, will guard thee \ — failing that. 
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To Carfulenus ; thofe I (hall inftrudl. 

The while, Rome needs me > though the ardent 

glow 
Of thofe grand eyes is as the draught of Lethe, — 
With no more wavering, muft I clofe this feud, 
To fave, if then to lofe thee, — firft to fave ! " 

'* Caius, thy love is proven ! have full faith 
That (he thou loveft, — whatfoe*er betide, 
Will not di(honour thee ; herefrom I watch ; 
Here is my eyrie, whence, with eagle-eye, 
Anent the counfels of their King I fearch^ 
To aid thy politic meafures : oh, come back ! 
Add to thine honours, if in glory lead, 
* Of Cleopatra Saviour ! ' kifs me, dear, 
And fay thou wilt return !*' 

Now pitilefs war ! 
Young Ptolemaeus, muftering horfe and foot, 
March'd to the Delta, fronted Mithridates, 
(** Delta," as like that letter circumfcribed, 
A fertile plain, too fair for battle field !) 
And, in the firft encounters, had the worft. 
Yet did the balance tremble ; the Egyptian 
In rich refource, and ftrength numerical. 
This Caefar knew, and, with profound intent, — 
(Their army gone, their Fleet, too, on the Nile, 
To aid their army j) fped, in ftrength, by fea, 

G 
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And, with flight hindrance, landed troops to join 

His co-adjutor, — fuper-adding Caefar ! 

Againft Egyptian, Roman, arm to arm. 

The ftake tremendous, and the iflTue final. 

Shall Rome, at fuch, be conquer'd ? The Egyptian 

To teft extreme his (kill and valour goaded. 

Sometimes o'ermafter'd, — viSory delayed. 

Then Julius — "To their Camp ! no more diverfion, — 

Attack their ramparts ftraight, and round them too ! 

My Carfulenus, take thy troop up there, 

That bulwark feize, and let them know thou haft it, 

Whilft I, below, diredl our ftr'ategy." 

A dreadful ftrugglc — hither, thither, where ? 

Difmay'd, the Egyptians wildly feek their (hips, — 

Their King, a fugitive, amid the herd. 

The river gains, and, with the herd, is drown'd. 

So it is done ! the Alexandrine war. 

Portending Caefar failure and reproach. 

Begat him gladnefs, and accefs of fame. 

Zephyrus with fwifteft wing, and balmieft breath. 
To Cleopatra brought the word fublime 
That made her Egypt's Queen : a Mother now, — 
For at this feafon was Caefarion born, — 
A mother, and firft mother of a Caefar ! — 
She knew the ecftafy of hopes fulfill'd, — 
Love and ambition in one .climax fated ! 
Prone on her bed, the infant in her fight. 
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She ponder'd dreamily, — then thought aloud, — 
'* Myfelf I gave thee, — how to yield thee more ? 
Why thou my babe, — 2l ranfom for a kingdom ! 
What were I now, no more of mine to give ? 
But there art thou, Caefarion, — our Son ! — 
Soon comeft thou, my Caius ? " 

Soon he came, — 
In form triumphant, as a conqueror, — 
Of Egypt Mailer, Roma's high Di£lator. 
Withheld the Alexandrines nought their homage ; 
Defence no more, no more the work of war ! 
Abafe the fpear, — forfake the battlements \ 
In fuppliant livery, go forth to meet 
The Conful ; " Priefts, fubmiffion teftify ; 
Bring out your idols, — carry them before us. 
That he who hath prevailed may ceafe to flay," 

Caefar, juft, merciful upon them fmiled, 
Beftowing kindnefs, fo he took their love. 
Through the late hoftile city pafling flow. 
With added efcort of admiring crowds. 
He gains the Roman quarter, there to find 
An earneft welcome from his foldier friends. 

Then to the Palace, — ^the expe6tant Queen ! 
She laft, in true, progreflive happinefs, — 
Clima£leric of his joy ! Not oft in life 
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To men fuch moments hap, or rarer ftill. 
Are in fruition half enough efteem'd ; 
For, at the crowning hour, we underrate 
The rare felicity at length achieved ; 
Occafion fcantly ufe, or let it flip — 
Then, in the after-time, regret in vain ! 

Eager, refplendent, near the door (he refts. 
His coming lift'ning. Buzz of welcome ceafed, 
Caefar, difmiffing friends, her chamber enters. 

** Salute thee, — ViSor ! as but one may greet,- 
As Cleopatra may, — from ruddy lips 
Requital full of gratitude and love. 
I know thy happinefs is mine, my King, 
I know my happinefs is thine, my King, 
E'en as my pride is great at thy renown ; 
Refign'd to die, and yet but faintly doubting. 
Meting thy prowefs in the deeds of war, — 
Having fome fears for other than myfelf, — 
The dangers counting of the conteft dread, — 
I re-exift, as one new-born, to blefs thee ! 
Seat thee, O Conful, whilft I hear thee fpeak/' 

Tenderly Caefar placed her, feparate, — 
Sedate beheld, admiring penfively ; 
Her white hand raifed, compliant, to his lips ; — 
** Queen Cleopatra, — now, indeed, the Queen^— 
The chance of war is, as thou fayeft, dread. 
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And we the gods muft thank for laft fuccefs; 
Defpite all fkill, and bravery, and ftrength^ 
May be misfortune paft the power of man. 
We had a ftubborn wreftle \ and my heart 
Hath fometimes quailed y^r thee; I had to lofe 
A life already for mankind infcribed. 
The beft part fpent, the reft of fecond worth ; 
Yet would I conquer wherefoe'er I go. 
Moreover for thee — for thee !** 

Hereat (he rofe. 
And, o'er him leaning, — '^ Guardian Angel mine ! 
Were not I mean and poor in thankfulnefs 
PoiTeiTed none other anfwer than my love ? — 
For that, alas ! I know muft pafs away : 
Thou goeft to thy glory, leaving me 
The Queen of Egypt, — Queen bereft of thee ! 
I knew it, fadly, in the lonefome days 
Chequer'd by hope and fear, by doubt and truft, — 
For me, for thee, and more for next to tell/' 
Then moving noifeleffly, fhe near'd a cot. 
And, lifting coverlet, breathed out " Behold 1 
Here, Caius, thy reward ; we both fhall die. 
Perchance not far between ! for I am ra(h. 
And of a nature not for long enduring, — 
Here, who fomewhen (hall memorize us both, — 
Caefar and Cleopatra ! he who won 
The world at will, — ^and (he who ruled o'er him ! 
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More great than Caefar poffibley — he's here ! 
Ah, did thy mother, Caius, equal his ? 
Lo, thy Caefarion ! whom I give as more 
Than Cleopatra." 

O'er the cradle bent, 
The child regarding, Caefar — '* Truly, Queen, 
A goodly boy he is — a kingly boy, — 
Proof of thy matchlefs wealth in witchery, — 
A gift beyond thyfelf 1 Caefarion, hail ! 
Supernal Augur who foretells thy fate ! '* 
Then kiiT'd the babe, and then the Mother kiflfd. 
And gently her re-feated, and refumed,— 
" O radiant Mother ! after war's turmoil. 
Dolour and danger, and the fight of death, 
A while of comfort and repofe were well, — 
The compenfation of our anxious hours — 
With thee, with thee at beft, ah, moft with thee.'* 
At this the Queen fhot forth enchanting rays 
From her dark eyes refulgent ; — Caefar paufed 
To meet the meant carefs, — and, after, faid, 
"Why, yes, dear, moft with thee! what mortal man. 
Since Saturn^s reign, was otherwhile fo blefT'd, 
As I in thy benign companionfliip. 
And love ? for, e'er fo long, we meet to love. 
Together go we, ay, together go. 
Thinking no ceafe of our confented Heaven ; 
See thy Egyptus at the banks of Nile, 
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The fame I read of in Herodotus, — 

Antient to him» as antient now to us, 

Antient ere Roma or Athenae rofe. 

Ere great Achilles ftrove, or Homer fung ; — 

Seen later by thy greateft Anceftor, — 

Pupil of Ariftotle, — Philip's Son j 

That wondrous Alexander, demigod, — 

Whom would I equal ! in defert of fame ; — 

Dear one, thou art his kin, and thee I love ! — 

Am I not, loving thee, with him akin ? 

Together go we to thofe hallow'd fcenes, — 

Hallow'd by Time, who hallows that he fpares, — 

Together go we, — body and fpirit one ! 

But firft,'* and then his gravity return'd, — 

" Have we to feat thee firmly on thy throne." 

'*Dear king! (thou art my king, — until thou 
goeft — 
Shut out that thought ! my king, as now, for aye*J) 
Thou haft by virtue earn'd fome reftful fpan. 
With her from Hades refcued by thy love, — 
Forgetting circumAance, excluding all 
The wretched premonition of the next, — 
Forbidding pain, and caring not for care ; 
O'erlooking not that Earth as Heaven can be 
Whilft we ignore the future and the paft. 
What were Elyfium but a livelong day ? 
The prefent value, and the prefent feize, 
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For fuch furceafe ferene will icarce return : 
What is thy glory, — thy Didkatorfhip, — 
Compared with life by Cleopatra's fide ?" 

" Queen, thou art fubtle with thy tuneful voice. 
And telleft more than Caefar cares to own. 
Ah, fair enchantrefs ! my ambition fades, 
Whilft thee I touch, and look into thine eyes^ 
My Lotus thou ! I on thy graces feed. 
Unmindful of the worfhip of the world ! 
Confanguine with the Macedonian hero. 
Thou haft a hero-heart \ and I would reign 
Sweetheart ! within that heart, — than chief of 

kingdoms. 
Be it as thou wilt ; to Nilus fpeed we \ 
Be it, then, joyance, paftime — Sybarite ! 
Though not unblent with purpofe \ we (hall feek 
What Caefar ought to know ; he thanks the gods, 
Who bring this happy lot, to know with thee." 

^^ Caius, thy words are ftratns from Helicon ! 
I, once thy prifoner, hold thee now as mine ; 
(My prifoner always, if I have my will !) 
Next fhalt thou fee what is thy neophyte 
When fhe doth play the Queen j the triumph paft, 
By thy wife influence the State fecure, 
A Royal Progrefs, have we on our Nile." 

As now, fo then, fuccefs is deem'd the right ; 
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The caufe is loft^ and men forget the caufe. 

War is an evil> and the war is o'er. 

Come peace ! as rain to the exhaufted earth, 

Or as the fouth wind to the ailing frame. 

The Alexandrines, in heart-eafe and joy 

For Cleopatra clamour'd ; (he appearing 

In beauty well bedight, won popular love, — 

Their fovereign and their pride I Nor lefs did Caefar 

Receive their homage : he, with fage attent. 

Good counfel gives, to fatisfy their will. 

And there is reft. 

A banquet by the Queen. 
The Conful, by her fide, the Chief of Men, 
Forgets the conqueror, as honour'd gueft \ 
The fingers and the minftrels have one burthen, — 
Praife to their beauteous Miftrefs, and acclaim 
To Rome's Didator. 

And, next day, a Pageant ! 
Went firft the Priefts of Thoth and of Osiris, 
Each with his facred idol, treading true 
To found of lyre and timbrel, well attuned. 
In gorgeous Chariot, (whereunto were yoked 
Six Elephants, milk-white, in filver trappings,) 
Sat Cleopatra, and, with folemn mien, 
The noble Roman whom they late had fcorn'd. 
Attending, foldiery, of horfe and foot, 

H 
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The prime of Egypt's army ; following, 
A Car by Leopards drawn, fupporting high 
The younger Ptolemaeus, — yet a boy, — 
(Princefs Arfinoe a prifoner now ; — ) 
Next Nobles, Officers of State, Macebearers 
With the regalia of the Ptolemies, — 
Aediles and Praefe£ts, and the Palace helots, 
Carrying the banners of their new-found Queen. 
Then the prxtorian cohort, veteran men, 
Stalwart and grave, methodic in their motion, — 
As 'twere to tell that, firft and laft, was Rome. 
Along the teeming ftreets are groups, all 

eyes, — 
The fmiling eyes of welcome ! houfetops fiU'd 
With zealou^ women in their holiday gear. 
Gay garlands throwing, as their votive gifts. 
In Cleopatra's lap, — or half for Caefar ; 
Sidelong the happy people dance and flng, 
Whilft (kipping maidens ftrew the way with flowers ; 
On, to Serapis* Temple, there to offer 
Due homage and thankfgiving to the gods. 
Next, Temple of Hephaeftion ; built to him 
The friend of Alexander, loft too foon ; — 
At Alexander's will, a demigod. 
On, o'er the Heptaftadium, to Pharos, 
Faffing the Harbour, where the doubled Navies 
Tell, with a deafening fhout, the Sailors' glee. 
In feftive trim, the Ships alike rejoice, — 
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Their fails and pennants, confcious of their Queen> 
Swelling or flaunting in the fycophant air. 

Back to the Palace> — a delirious throng, — 
Whereat, defcending, forthwith Caefar call'd 
A Synod of the Nation, fummoning 
To the great Hall of Audience, all who would. 

" Ye men of Egypt, here accept your Queen ; 
And thank the gods who grant you Cleopatra ! 
It is my fate, — for that the gods be praifed ! 
To render to you fuch a Queen as none, — 
No kingdom, can example ; Egypt favour'd. 
Above all nations in this world's delights, 
Has now a fovereign like with Egypt's Sun ! 
Prize her well, men of Egypt, — prize her well !" 
With wildeft cries hilarious rang the walls 
Of that vaft regal chamber ; Cleopatra, 
In beauty beaming, and fedudlive grace, 
Inftant held Court -y the recufant nobles came 
With loyal promptitude, to kifs her hand, — 
To fweetly feal their fealty. 

So, as Queen, 
In the bleft ftillnefs of the darkling hours. 
After fufpenfe of reft — fpake Cleopatra — 
** Now bankrupt am I, to the laft ! my king, — 
Be it in gift or praife ; yet whilft we live 
Together, all is well ; the day's the day. 
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Withouten a to-morrow. I will (how 
Much to thy wonder — more than / have feen. 
Joy ! to be feen with thee. Confider thou, 
My CaiuSy what it is. On Nilus' breaft 
Like fwans afloat^ and better, lefs their toil ! 
Lodged in a Palace, which my Galley is. 
We fhall have halcyon days, and halcyon nights, — 
Nay, look not thou fo grave ! not void of aim — 
Purfuit of knowledge, and increafe of wifdom, — 
To thee, at leaft, will fleet the funny hours, — 
Will fleet ! alas — ^alas — but I have faid it, — 
We will not think to-morrow." 

As (he ceafed, 
From mufing, Caefar gently took her hand, — 

*^ Moft loved, and lovely ! in this mundane life. 
We mix to-day, to-morrow, and the gone. 
Knowing not where they tend ; 'tis very good 
To make the moft of that the gods beftow. 
With our fcant vifion ftraining not too much. 
We have the prefent, the relentlefs done 
Is with the Powers above ; — in that we do, 
We ever make a paft, and it is well 
The joy we now intend fome fubftance hath. 
Thebae, and Memphis ! Caefar ought to fee 
Their broken grandeur, — ^juftly to compare 
Himfelf with greater ; — for he deeply knows. 
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There is no gain in pluming ignorance, 

Which lets us meafure higher than we are. 

This but the fearch of Truth, (for Truth is not,) 

To follow, fearlefs, where perception guides, 

Minding not though it dwarfs us, and impugns 

Our fondeft faith in feeming verities. 

Yea, on the banks of thine old Nilus' ftream 

Whofe fountains none can tell, welFd up the fprings 

Of learning, fcience, and ingenious art, 

(The gnomon, and the monthly march of Time,) 

Philofophy, of earth, air, fea or Iky, 

Or of the fate of the unprifon'd foul.'* 

" Too wife art thou, O Caius, — wifer I, 
Lefs wife, difcerning lefs ! for me to fee 
The objects near, which I can grafp, enjoy, 
Take pleafure from, by eye, ear, every fenfe ! 
Whilft thou, too keenly noting, too far reaching, 
O'erlook'fl: the things that bring delight in life< 
Truft then thyfelf to my Philofophy, — 
And thou (halt kneel, to kifs the Earth we tread." 

" Fair fophift ! let thy wifdom have full way. 
In the frefh flufh of perfedl womanhood, — 
Yea, young as fair, thou fee' ft with hopeful eyes — 
A healthful vifion, not yet inwards turn'd, — 
The dreary introfpedl of withered loves ; — 
Lucific orbs, that, with bewildering beam, ' 
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Work as Nepenthe to my inmoft foul, 
To baniih all but blifsful memories 1 " 

" Indeed my true-love I go we to our reft, — 
To-morrow prove I my Philofophy 1 " 

This was the night when Caefar met the fhade 
Of fallen Pompeius, — by his thoughts upraifed \ — 
For, on his bed, in moments fomnolent. 
He mutter'd fadly, cabaliftic words. 
" And where art thou, Pompeius, deareft friend. 
Now when, the danger o'er, I count on joy f 
If we did hate, our hate had fpring in love, — 
We fcorn to quarrel with the thing we fcorn. 
Why didft thou fpurn me ? thee I did not fpurn, — 
But loved thee only lefs than one, — myfelf 
Why would'ft thou wifli thee greater than thy 

Caefar f" 
Then, clear to vifion, (in his mental eye,) 
He faw the figure of the famous Chief, — 
His curly locks, and cheerful lineaments, 
His model form, that made him pride of man ; — 
" Dear brother, yifo^/ forth, for ever, friends. 
If thou would'ft fpeak to me, 'tis not to chide. 
Thou doft forgive me errors unexplain'd. 
Thou knoweft that I love thee, — ever loved ; 
When, in bleft Leuce's Ifle, our Manes meet, 
We fhall forget all other than our loves ! " 
The Apparition fmiled, — ^and Caefar woke. 



II. 

THE phafes of our life, as chapters, end. 
We find ourfelves pertaining to a world 
Whereof, at firft, we think it will endure j 
Then cometh change, by various circumftance, 
And our next chapter is our world anew. 
Again it changes, and again we live 
As join'd and native to thofe ftrange new things ; 
Until, at lad, the changes being rung. 
Arrives the lateft chapter of our time, 
For the next chapter, — of a world beyond. 

Hail ! the charm'd hour when travel fhall begin,- 
Be over labour, care the while debarr'd. 
A time of gladnefs is it, unconfined, — 
Until the day, when caring muft return. 
But what fhall liken to that fignal morn, 
Of beatific and luxurious life, 
When Caefar went, in Cleopatra's lap. 
To view the unfpent glories of the Nile ? 
Him, the vicegerent of great Roma's power ; 
The brilliant fovereign of Egypt's realm. 
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AH life, more life in Alexandria now ! 
Is it not told the Queen her voyage takes, 
Her gueft, the wiQtoi ? Streets to Nilus tending 
With banners blazon'd, — lined with curious crowds 
To wifli the travellers joy. Within, without, 
Laborious bufile with diverfion vies. 
A feftive holiday,— the Queen goes forth ! 
The Conful's Officers, and Men of State 
Of Egypt, join, in genial brotherhood. 
To fignify approval. All prepared, 
Wends the proceffion, cheer'd by ringing tongues. 
Unto Eunoftus' bay, Cibotus' Port, 
Where fee the (hips, in proud expedtance waiting, 
To bear the Queen of Egypt through her fhores. 
A glorious flotilla 1 uncompared, — 
Rigg'd in gay colours, decorate with flowers ; 
Not as for fea, to brunt the winds and waves. 
But inland bound, defign'd for corporal eafe. 
Perchance that Epicurus were its lord ! 
Queen Cleopatra's Barge, a Water-palace — 
A Palace floating, — with its tenants moving ; 
Above the deck a canopy o'erfpread. 
Of gaudy colours woven, flafhing bright, — 
A cool Pavilion forming for the Queen 
And Conful ; chambers underneath, hung round 
With draperies of various hues well blent ; 
For feaft, for fleep, for bath, commodious. 
The prow Hawk-beak'd, as type of Horus, god, 
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Guardian of crowned temples ; at the helm, 
Upraifed, an Elephant's head, in beaten gold, — 
The Ptolemaic fymbol. 

Firft away 
A pilot barque, with mufic-men and maidens, — 
Alelodious harbingers of happinefs ! 
Singing they go, to notes of pipe and lyre. 
Sweet perfumes cafting to the Zephyrs near, 
Scattering Earth's bloflbms on the face of Nile. 
Next goes the Royal Barge, and in the wake, 
A faithful company of fervitors. 
With aliment of meat, and fruit, and wine ; 
Succeeded by a minor fhip of war, 
Mann'd by the body-guards — a jovial crew. 

Now Hapimou, beneficent god of Nile, 
Profper'd the regal pilgrimage, with air 
Enough to fwell the fails, and but enough ; 
Sun-god Osiris gave his fandtion full 
By radiance unfhaded. Winding on 
Through Mareotis lake, and noting there 
The water-flowers, and birds of various hue, 
The facred Ibis, Heron, King-fiflier, 
And, mod to inftant humour, vineyards near. 
The fource profufe of Mareotic Wine : 
And then the feftal hour, and then the night, 
Which comes to humankind as given for fleep, — 
Though man has life for night as well as day. 
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To do what beft is done whilft others drowfe. 
To fee the fplendours of the (kiey hoft, 
And much that Nature worketh in the dark. 
Yet is there this in Night to humankind, — 
It maketh a to-morrow ! 

Morrow came 
To the Nile-revellers of that olden time, 
At Sais, — noted of the great Amafis, 
(And, earlier, for Bocchoris the Wife, 
Lawgiver, founder of profperity,) 
By lofs of commerce haften'd to decay. 
Here were for Caefar wonders of the paft ; 
The Fane of Neith, onetime of Earth the 

greateft, — 
The Fane of Neith " the Mother of the gods." 
An area vaft, with columns fcatter'd o'er. 
Of Palm-tree fafliion : tombs of god Osiris, 
And Hophra ; giant monoliths, fet up 
Where native ftones exceed not grains of fand. 
Near thefe, the facred Lake, whofe glafly face 
The lamp-lit myfteries of Ifis mirrored. 
Nor far Buiiris, with its temple-towers, 
That, at the feaft of Ifis, rivalled all. 

See now Bubaftis of the Hierarch-Kings, — 
Shifhak renown'd, the nobleft of their race, — 
Who to King Solomon a daughter gave j — 



I 
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Bubaftis high, up-raifed by felon hands ; J 

Devote to Paflit, (by Greek, Diana named ;) * 

Whofe Fane begirt with Groves, rofe loftily, — 
As telling, truly, it had been fupreme. 



Next Heliopolis, City of the Sun, — 
A fhatter'd fepulchre, — a wreck of Shrines 1 
Here Caefar, zealous, " This muft we furvey ; 
The hallow'd fpot where Plato and Eudoxus 
Conceived new thoughts, — ^where Mofes, legiflator. 
Derived his wifdom, — to inftru6l mankind, — 
Mofes, prime leader of a tribe heroic, 
Who told of Heaven and Earth, in god-like words. — 
This City firft-named On, whence Jofeph took. 
For Wife, the high-prieft's daughter, Afenath ; 
Whence later Baruch, Jeremiah fang. 
This feat of learning where fage Manetho wrote ; 
Which fofter'd Solon and Pythagoras ; 
W^here fomewhile dwelt fublime Euripides." 
So, faw he veftiges of thofe grand Temples 
Built to the Sun-god Re ; and Obdifks, 
Ancient when feen by Mofes and by Plato, — 
Tranfported now to European fhores. 

Then, from much labour or of limb or eye. 
For Caefar, as the Galley onward fpeeds, 
Luxurious reft, by Cleopatra's fide ; — 
All fights and founds of paftime and plaifance. 
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And foon, afar outlined, by diftance dim, — 
As ghofts of objects next to be beheld, — 
The flmple forms of thofe ftupendous ftru6lure$. 
Told of, defcribed, unfeen but half-believed, — 
Pi-Rama — Pyramid, — the Mountain-tomb : 
Great foul of Caefar ! its delight we fhare. 
At thought of fuch a foul's defire fuliill'd ; — 
For we behold them confecrated more, 
By revolution of two thoufand Suns ! 

Onward to Memphis ! old, to be fo old 
As to be old when older Thebae fell. 
To Memphis onward, and to Moeris lake ; — 
The myftic city, Crocodilopolis, — 
To Sebek iacred, that grim Crocodile-god. 
Memphis — a wide expanfe of meafured miles. 
Ornate with folemn Fanes, coloflal ftatues ; 
Temples of Pthah, and of the Bull-god Apis ; — 
Where Apis, in the holy ftable lived ; — 
On hill Sinopium, temple of Osiris ; 
Of liis, nearer, by Amafis raifed ; 
The Pyramid of Suphis, Cheops named. 
Guarded by Sphinx of huge proportion, — 
With features fair, of quietude divine, 
Demonftradve of a refolv^ will. 
That changes not, — that was, and is — for ever ;-;- 
Symbol of Human mind, with Lion force. 
In ftone made manifeft — infpiring worfhip ; 
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And countlefs tombs, the like, acrofs the plain, 
Some rivalling in largenefs, — by the Lake, — 
On whofe green iflet rofe a lordly Palace ; 
The wond'rous Labyrinth, wond'rous more and 

more. 
Of arched, cavernous chambers richly dight, 
A maze of devious paflages and halls, 
Ufed for myfterious rites, — extending far. 
To Moeris Ifland reaching, — therewithin 
Sad tributes, numberlefs, outliv'd their purpofe ; 
Gone — gone, alas ! to that blank nothingnefs, — 
The end of human toil. 

At eve to fay — 
" Here, Cleopatra, I had travail fweet, — 
Lefs bleft, for more is not, than thy bleft pre- 

fence ; — 
Thou haft a land of wonders, that furpafs 
Foreknowledge heard or feen ; thofe earlier men 
Of thine Egyptus, furely giants were. 
Had ftature of ColoiTus, — equal fouls ; 
They afted as we dream, — built up their thought, 
And in their God-ward fearch, went near to 

Heaven. 
Their ftepping-ftones, if rough, yet mounted high 
Towards the blue Empyrean, and their yearning 
Betray'd a virtuous effort of the mind. 
Queen, I am loftier man for thefe beholdings, 
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And thank thee for a pricelefs, deathlefs boon — 
The fight of things that comfort much my foul. 
Now, after labour, reft ! enough of thought : — 
Now, — whiles the After-glow fheds quiet fpell, 
Gladnefs, with mufic, and the time-ftruck dance ! 
To-morrow more of old Egyptus* marvels." 

Then Cleopatra, in low tone, — afFeftion'd, — 
*' Dear Caius, thy rejoicing is as mine ! 
And yet, whate'er, compares not with my love. 
Wherewith I fain would pay thee, — that alone 5 
Come forth, come forth ! " — and came the founds 

of mirth, 
Frolic and jollity. The ftars fhone out 
Primordial luftre, from that fky ferene : 
Moon-goddefs Afhtaroth, with cleareft ray. 
Smiled on the revelling ripples, whiles the Barge, — 
That richeft burthen e'er on Nilus' breaft, — 
Its pennant lower'd for the balmy night. 

Frefli to the glories of the opening day, 
£*en as the Orient Globe made gold the hills, 
Caefar alert, whilft on the Galley fpeeds. 
Surveyed the river-banks, with thoughtful eye. 
Until, Abydos gain'd, he fignall'd " ftay ; — 
This is Abydos, of the Tablet- famed ;" — 
And, to declare intent, rejoin'd the Queen. 

'' Here muft we paufe ; it was the home of Menes, 
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Egyptus' primal king, — firft named This — 

Of Menes * the Eternal,' — facred ground. 

Whereon I needs muft ftand ; the confcious foil 

Here whifpers of long centuries bygone, 

Anear the birth of Man ; it feemeth fhame 

Albeit the tree of knowledge yieldeth fruits, 

The (bul no greater grows ! — ^what am I more 

Than Menes ? yea — one Caefar, and one Menes ! 

For every foul is as the gufliing rill 

Outchannelling its courfe towards the Main, — 

Returning to the fource that gave it birth. 

For diflbludon in infinitude. 

Each man fulfils his own, inceptive, part ; 

He mimics other ? — flill to be himfelf ! 

That is not virtue, dear, profeff'd by rote, 

Caught from the roilrum or the portico. 

Or from ftale maxims written on the walls, — 

' Lo, it is written, that is what I hold ! ' 

There is no virtue in a hackney'd phrafe. 

Conventional, or imitative forms 

Derived at fecond hand, and glorified 

In pradices of fuperftitious rites ; 

It is not virtue to keep fafe onefelf — 

Boailing as ^ good' what felf alone afFe&s, 

No pain endured for other than onefelf. 

Good let alone left it (hould harm onefelf, — 

As virtue claiming merely not to do 

Some things, which, being done, were hurt to none, 
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Or, left undone, (aved not a pang or tear ; 
Nor is it virtue proudly to refrain 
From things whereto our temper does not tend. 
Or, wifhing which, to a£l exceeds our wit — 
Or whereunto our boldnefs doth not mount ! 
But, dear, the virtue is, — ^if virtue be 
In good that, a6led, is but negative right y — 
Moved by fpontaneous impulfe of the mind. 
To do what men call * good * forgetting felf. 
For other's weal — regardlefs of reward \ 
Not, by defign, to gain by other's lofs 
In diminution or of fame or purfe ; 
To ftay from puniihing, (left juftice needs,) 
Or caudng mental pain, to flake revenge ; 
To wifli no harm to other, — to forgive ; 
To be fincere — ^whene'er we fafely can, — 
And, crowning all, the clofing of my tale. 
Ne'er to negledl the calls of gratitude — 
To fellow-mortal, or the beneficent gods ! 
Virtue, — in juftice, courage, noblenefs — 
Includes the godlike attributes of Man." 

The Sun is up, — no day without its mark ! 
A light repaft, in Cleopatra's fmile ; 
Fruits, and the fifli of Nile, confessions rare 
Of Earth's moft perfeft produce ; delicate meats, 
And wines of Mareotis and Thebaid, 
Of Tenia and of Coptos. Next to fee 
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Majeftic ruins, and eternal tombs 
Of the then ancient time ; the Temple-palace 
Raifed by Oimenepthah ; and what remained 
Of Menes. 

Envy, rightly, is difpraifed ; 
, Yet may we envy fuch Saturnian travel. 
With Queen and Conful, through that fhining land, 
Man's crumbled greatnefs noting as we pafs ; — 
The famous Fane of Antaeopolis, 
Shrouded in Palm-tree grove ; the gorgeous 
Tentyra, — ^Temple vaft as rich, adorn'd 
With art, in form or colour, where was foundj 
In later age, that curious planifphere 
Celeftial, of Zodiac fymbol-pi&ured. 
Coptos, firft ftronghold of the Troglodytes, 
That Cavern-tribe untamed, — and on to Thebae, — 
Grand Thebae ! grandeft relic of Old Time. 

" Queen, I have maryelPd much, and much 
rejoiced. 
Am, ftill unfatiate,— eager ftill to fee. 
Here (hall I witnefs monuments defcribed 
By that {hrewd traveller of ages gone. 
Father of Hiftory, Herodotus, — 
With Homer and Demofthenes well rank'd." 

" Yea, Conful, here we anchor for a while, 

K 
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And gather round us our much-loving fubjeSs, 
Holding high feftival, in regal ftate ; — 
Revels, and courtefies ordain 'd to ferve 
Thine honour and difport For Thebae, glad 
At the event of thine auguft approach, 
Will give thee welcome to her claffic fhores/* 

^' Be praifed the Queen ! — for her ingenious care. 
To make our working holiday complete. 
But firft, to fee the wonders ; for 'tis well 
To fatisfy the confcience ere we play. 
When work is done, the after-reft is fweet ; 
The heart is light, the duteous mind content." 

So, with a troop of friends, and Theban flaves, 
Led by an aged Hierophant, well-verfed 
In myftic records of Egyptus' land. 
And Hierogrammat of linguiftic (kill, — 
Caefar went forth, in fober merriment. 
To view the fkeletons of ages fled, — 
The giant bones, denoting giant minds ; 
Thofe unexampled Temples fempitern — 
Luxor and Karnak, twain, yet link'd in one 
By avenue of Sphinxes, multiplied. 
To endlefs view ; — and firft to Luxor, built 
By Amunothph ; pafling through the propjlon huge. 
Prefaced by two tall obelifks, and two 
Gigantic figures human-form -y beyond. 
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The temple-tomb of Ozymandias, 

And countlefs gaunt mementos of the paft. 

But when, 'mid lines of Sphinx and Obeliflc, 

To Karnak Caefar came, he faid, amazed, 

** Too wonderful this vifion to be real, — 

The work of necromancy, or a dream ! 

This grand confufion, thefe coloflal forms, 

This wide extent of ruin ; how could die 

Men who had life for this ? they could not die ; 

Fate fails to caft them to oblivion ; — 

Here, in their deeds, they live ; thefe (ilent. walls, 

Thefe graven monoliths, with meaning rife, 

Thefe proftrate ftatues, and thefe columns ftark. 

Speak, from remoteft time, to us who live. 

Are not thefe hieroglyphs, through time improved, 

The origin of language writ by me ? 

Yea, I bow lowly to thofe greater men 

Who taught me how to write : what now were I, 

Nathlefs my labours, and my perilous pains 

Save that divine invention of the pen. 

Whereby I tell, — ^and tell as fuits the will. 

Though truth my beacon be, — my ads and thoughts ? 

And yet, alas ! I know not, — but my work 

Infcribed, deftru&ible, will fade away, 

Whilft thefe ftrange carvings yet furvive to (how 

The energies foregone ; what do we now 

To live as they, for ever, and for aye 

Upon the Earth?" 
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His reverie at end, 
The Hierophant, proceeding warily, 
With courteous motion, would dired his eye 
To obfervatiop of that marvellous fcene, — 
The relique of King Ramefes, — fometime named 
Sefoftris, — Palace, Citadel, and Fane ; 
That temple added by the Queen Nitocris, — 
Queen to Pfammetichus, but more than King, — 
Comely as brave ; — her two high obelifks, 
And other bold exponents of her reign. 
The Hall of Anceftors, — dimenfions vaft, 
Exceeding all that Greek or Roman dared. 
The lofty portals, the unnumber'd columns, 
Ghaftly ere£t, or wildly overthrown, — 
Unbounded defolation ! — everywhere, 
On, on ! too far for fight. 

Away, away ! 
The tongue is dumb-ftruck by the mind o'er- 

whelm'd. 
Next, fearch the Libyan (hore, — for new furprife. 
See the Memnonium, — Ramefes' temple-tomb ; 
See in the Court-yard that enormous ftone-god> 
(Grandeur in (ize for once exemplified,) 
Its hand alone threefold the corporal bulk 
Of him who raifed it for his effigy. — 
(Fit emblem of their greateft conqueror, 
The largeft hewn in ftone.) See galleries. 
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To all the arts of culture dedicate ; 

The facred Library, on front infcribed 

" Difpenfary of the Mind." Then further go, 

To view the twin Coloffi of the plain, 

One, that much-famed Memnon, told about 

By ancient men with fuperftitious awe ; — 

(Him Memnon by the great Achilles flain,) 

At funrife giving forth its vocal founds, 

— Some whiles tears {bedding, with oracular words; — 

Leviathans that centuries outlive, 

Still onward gazing, in unending calm. 

Faffing by groves of Palm, and monuments 

Much by Acanthus and Acacia hid, 

And oft with thorny Zizyphus overgrown. 

They find the manfions of the mighty dead, 

'Mid ravines rocky and the Mountains bald — 

Tombs of the Kings : and here the Hierophant, — 

The vaulted chambers threading reverently, — 

In erudite phrafe, his ftirring ftory told. 

Of walls, in colours picturing bright and clear. 

The afts and triumphs of the primal days, — 

A£ls, with their workers in one place entomb'd. 

Immenfe farcophagi, of ebon ftone, 

Infcribed with fymbol characters, within. 

Without, around, to tell the tale and praife 

Of their once animate tenants, there embalm'd. 

But chief, was that, to Britain taken now, ^ 

' The Sarcophagus now in Soane^s Mufeum. 
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Of Alabafter, whole, magnificent^ 
Shrine of the iirft Menepthah, mighty king, — 
Found by Cambyfes erft, and defecrate ; 
Devote to Neith, that goddefs moft adored, 
Neith, of the upper firmament the Queen, 
Wherein the " Book of Myfteries " is graven, — 
The war of Soul with Typhon, caufe of Sin. 
This, and much other, read the Hierophant 
Of hiftory, by no tradition ftain'd, 
Far — far, and myftic as the fource of Nile. 
Here, roaming thefe fepulchral palaces, 
Thefe noifelefs habitations of the dead, — 
Great Caeiar view'd with fympathetic foul, 
AfFe&ion's token, in embalmed loves, — 
Mummies of memories, memory to outlive ! 
There faw he too, depi3ed, fore unfeen. 
The graceful Giraffe with uprearing front, — 
His Quaeftor whifpering, " Seek we one of thefe. 
To fwell that Triumph we (hall hold in Rome." 

Toil, for the day, is o'er : to Nilus back, 
To reft and think, and think, and reft again. 
Behold the Royal Barque, with flying flags, — 
The jocund mufic founding to the ihore, — 
Hail to the Conful, whenfoe'er he comes 1 

Now is it revelry, and heart's delight ; 
The feaft, the fong, the timbrel and the dance, — 
Whereo'er the blooming Chief prefides, in State : 
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Queenly appareli'd, in a Tynan robe, 

Her temples bound with annular Afp of gold 

Agatho-daemon, type of Majefty. 

On (liver platter, and in golden chalice. 

Went round the generous juice, and dainty cates — 

(Wine, that doth prompt to merry words and antics,) 

Wines of Egyptus or of Thailan grape. 

Or, firft preferred, Anthylla : fo the Barque, 

A microcofm of joyance, teem'd with life ! 

But hark ! the ring of laughter from the ftrand 
As the declining fun with fhimmering ray, 
Subdues the motions of the feftive fcene. 
**Thefe, Conful, be my virgins, come to charm thee ; 
Doth not the breath of Spring refrefh thy foul ?" 
A troop of maidens enter, fparely robed 
In gauzy garments, that but feign difguife^ 
Befpangled, glittering, and betrick'd with blooms ; 
Their brows with wreath of lotus-bloflbm bound. 
Their ankles circumveft with fllver bells. 
Firft, reverence to their Queen, to Caefar next : 
They blithely dance, well-timed by caftanets, 
And cymbals, and the fynchronal clap of hands. 
Or by the agile tread of foot unworn. 
Or fupple mefh of interwoven limbs, 
Or wavy movement of voluptuous grace. 
Then one, the paragon of fymmetry, 
Taia named, from forth the group advancing, 
With arch fignificance to Caefar, fang. 



71 CAESAR IN EGYPT. 



(Invocation.) 

Gods of Egyptus* Jireaniy 
Gods whomy of Earthy we dreamy 
Gods of high HeaveHy fupremey — 
Glory to Caefar ! 

Oftris ! who doth Jhiney 
IJis ! his ^een benigriy 
Horus ! her fon divine^ — 
Glory to Caefar ! 

Lights of the glowing Jky^ 
Earth that doth food fuppfyy 
Zephyrs that round us fly ^ — 
Glory to Caefar! 

Meny who the world commandy 
Men of Egyptus^ landy 
Or y from remoteji firandy — 
Ghry to Caefar I 

Camel and Elephant y 
Beajls that the defert haunty 
Couch yourfirong limbs y and vaunt y 
Glory to Caefar ! 
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Behemoth^ Crocodile^ 
AU Fijb thatfwim in NiU^ 
Ichneumon^ and ReptiUj — 
Glory to Caefar! 

Ihis, and Birds thatfing^ 
Eagle withfoaring wing^ 
By tune or plumage brings — 
Glory to Caefar ! 

Butterfly^ ScarabauSy 
(That doth from evil free us J 
All living things that fee usj — 
Glory to Caefar ! 

Lotus^ our Nile's deSghty 
And powers of colours bright^ 
Odours that balm the nighty — 
Glory to Caefar 1 

Land of the mighty pa/ly 
Of Tombs J and monoliths vafty 
Give glory yfirfl or lajly — 
Caefar y and Cleopatra ! 

Her fong out-fung, the radiant maiden bow'd 
To Caefar's forehead, as, with native grace. 
She, on his brow, a lotus-chaplet placed ; 

L 
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He, bending to receive her profFer'd kifs, 

Nor any loth, a jewel gave her, faying 

" This to remember Caefan" Taia blufh'd. 

The feaft is over, and the gleeful throng 
Have left the night to filence ; but the Queen, 
In the Pavilion, with the Conful, lingers. 

^^ Beloved, mine idol ! I beheld once more 
Thine Egypt's marvels : after greatnefs fuch, 
I doubt me great ; we fcantly -judge the paft 
By thofe grand reliques, — furely they were gods ! 
Men of fuperior nature, nobler foul. 
Yet, in their Tombs, they live ! with fturdy will 
Contended they with Fate ! nor quite in vain. 
They would not die, would half-immortal be, — 
Survive in ftone or, in their frame prefer ved, — 
Thought petrified, — themfelves their monuments ; 
In hybrid type, or artful anaglyph. 
Would fain perpetuate material forms. 
To fymbolize the workings of the foul. 
Firft at the fount of thought, they deeply drank. 
Took infpiration from that primal fource, 
Erewhen my Fathers, of a faded time, 
Imbibed of Hippocrene. They had the firft ; 
And it mifgives me — doubting, part aftiamed — 
That I, in adts, but weakly imitate 
Their great original \ fhall I bequeath 
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To men who follow — if the world endures — 
A femblance of thofe Titans gone before ? " 

** Great Caefar, to thyfelf art thou unjuft, 
Though juft to others, as the world doth know. 
Thine aSs are models, as thy thoughts are new ; 
And, whilft Sefoftris, of uncertain date, 
Mere duft, is loft in doubt and myftery, 
Thy name illumines the infcribed fcroil. 
For myriads of mortals unbegot. 
And fo, fuch, Cleopatra — fearing none ! 
Cheer thee, my Caius ! we have yet to fee. 
To urge thy foul to more heroic deeds. 
If greateft now, thou wilt yet greater be. 
And, like a comet blazing in the fky. 
Compel mankind to gaze at thy career. 
Pr'ythee let paft be paft, fecure the time — 
We have the beft who live ! enhance thy life : 
Occafion loft may ne*er again be found ; 
Wafte not the fleeting moments made for blifs ! " 

Firft gleam of daWn beheld the regal Barque 
Aftir with workers to perform intent. 
Well known, this day the famed flotilla fpeeds ; 
On either fhore is movement early feen, 
And, on the face of Nilus ; now departs 
The Queen from Thebae. With the frefbening 
morn. 
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Came the Thebsans, flocking on and on ! 
To render loyal plaudits, unbefought, 
And blefs the parting concourfe. 

Shone the fun ; 
Egyptus* deities propitious proved ; 
In facred boat were grouped the Hierophants, 
Hieraphori with Standards multiform ; 
With muflc, fong, on river and on banks, — 
Flowers ftrewn athwart the waters, and the cry, — 
" Life to the Queen and Conful !'• 

OfF! away. 
The zeft of travel is — to feek the next. 
Pafs by Hermonthis, and Latopolis, 
And onward fail until to ftay is fweet ; — 
Apollinopolis Magna, — there to fee 
Edfou's grand Temple by the Ptolemies raifed, 
Wide-fpread, as rich in graven hiftories. 
Of hieroglyph, and fymbol-fhape occult, — 
To be unriddled in the lapfe of time. 
There, a huge mafs, the ftone, much ornate cage 
Wherein Hawk-headed Horus grimly fate. 
There, the fwart Crocodile, elfewhere adored. 
Abhorred, as of god Osiris foe — 
Of Typhon emblem, genius of Evil, — 
Somewhiles devoured in horror's deep defpite ! 

Repofing, after labours of furvey, 
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The rare repaft enjo/d, that calm hour come, 
Evening, of day or life ! for peace and eafing, — 
The Queen, in lightfome fpirit, lightfome fpake: 

** Caius, I have a thought — to let thee fee 
Oafis Ammon. 'Midft the defert fands. 
An Ifland rifes, frefh and flourifliing, 
Of palms and groyes,and water-fprings and flowers — 
A paradife of verdure ; thou (halt fee 
Temples with gardens, and a Palace fair — 
The famed Ammonium, with its riches ftored. 
Thou wilt on Camel fpeed, and I the fame, — 
** Ship of the defert," fometime aptly ftyled ; 
We fhall have retinue to keep us blithe. 
And, after joy that novelty doth yield. 
Regain the Barque, and float where we would go. 
Dear Caius ! this a timely thought I ween 
Born to prolong our friendfliip ?" 

" Cleopatra ! 
I much approve thy gay, alluring fcheme, — 
Poem of promifed pleafure ! hard to lofe ; 
Yet, whilft, in dulcet tone, thy voice perfuadeth. 
And whilft I charmed liften, I mufi think. 
And, thinking, think of Rome, — too long forfook ! 
If to be happy were the lot of life 
Sent by the gods to men, moft bleft am I 
With thee now, faireft fair 1 yet is there more, — 
For we do owe a tribute to the gods. 
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Which, part as gods, we pay, — it is for us 

To render back, for all the gifts they grant. 

Some fervice to the world where-o*er they rule, — 

Some benefit to other. Poor is he 

Of heart, and brain, and foul, whofe force is fpent 

Regarding only that diminutive thing 

* Myfelf,' — pretending to a feparate life ; — 

For each is part of that unending chain 

To link the next with what has been fulfiird. 

• 

We who now live are debtors ; and indebted 
To our forerunners, who gave that we own, 
(Bedde dame Nature who doth conftant blefs !) 
Thofe mighty men, 'mid whom thine Anceftors, 
Have taught us lefibns, by their noble works, 
And left their foot-marks in the clefted rock. 
Whereby we m6unt to higher thought and 

knowledge. 
Gem of Egyptus ! Caefar owes that debt. 
And he muft quit it — or he were not great. 
Dear love ! I am much blelTd to be with thee — 
With thee, the favourite of the graces trine, — 
With thee, the One, her only parallel ! 
Look on that arched fky, with brilliants fet, 
Myfterious, numberlefs, — of them I feek 
The ftar moft bright, beneficent, beautiful — 
To name it Cleopatra ! dofl thou hear ? " 

" Yea, Conful ! very kind, whilfl very grave ; 
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Let me carefs thee, — fo to cheer thy fouL 
Hath not Rome waited ? — furely more can wait ! 
Whilft Caefar wends where Alexander went?" 

** Tempt me not further, Queen, — I muft to 
Rome. 
I fliall not match thy greateft Anceftor — 
To make the pilgrimage to Oafis Major, — 
Nor like him to be hail'd as * Amun-Ra ! ' 
Cae&r is Caefar, and will Caefar be." 

Onward to Ombi — there to note, as chief, 
Its Ptolemaic Fane, in pride columnar. 
On mound confpicuous at thofe level fhores ; 
And then to Ultima Thule of Egyptus, 
Where commerce, check'd by rocky, foaming falls, 
In much fufpends its courfe. Syene this. 
Of bold, romantic afped):, rearing up 
Amid the waters, — fhaggy cliflFs around; 
With greened groves of palm and lebbek tree ; — 
Where Nubian girls are feen, unheedfuUy 
Cooling their flender limbs in Nilus* wave. 
Syene — fchool of Science moft remote — 
Of firft Obfervatory, — ^Temple eke. 
Where learned hierophants, ftar-gazing, dwelt — 
Or, at the Solftice, watch'd their facred Well, 
One day illumined by the vertic Sun, — 
Its circled marge by claffic foot imprefPd 
Of King, and Prieft, and ancient traveller. 
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Herodotus, Eudoxus, Manetho fage. 
And here the gnomon on that day not marks 
At noon, the look'd-for ihadow on the dial. 
Here too the Quarry from whofe womb have 

fprung — 
In tindured granite, carved and poliflied — 
Obelilk, and Temple, and coloflal form 
Spread o*er the face of Egypt's mjrftic land. 
Near, the twin ifland Elephantine, — 
A fylvan nook--one time the feat of kingdom ; 
With temples and green gardens interfperfed, 
** Iflet of flowers** — fo named, — and then again, 
On, to the rocky ifle of Philae, placed 
Below the rufhing rapids, in a lake 
Serene, tranflucent, of the river's bend, — 
A fwan upon its bofom ! and environed 
By granite blufis fantaftic — ^where is found 
Shaded by Palm-groves, that moft affluent Temple — 
To Ifis dedicate, in earlieft time, — 
Join'd by the later Fane, of triune worfliip. 
To God Osiris, Ifis, and their Son. 
Then, at the Catara6l, great Caius Julius 
Up-climbs the crags, among the tumbling torrents. 
Admiring much, in meditation rapt — 
** Here Menes, Alexander, and Sefoftris ftood ! *' 

The fearch is over ! — back to feek the Barque, 
And give the eve to reft contemplative. 
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" Dear One ! thou endeft well our holiday, 
With thefe fo lovely, much adorned ifles. 
Earneft in will againft the ftream we ftrove, 
And next, unwilling, with the ftream, return ! 
Now Alexandria ! — ^by the fpeedieft courfe ; 
For Rome much needeth Caefar — Caefar Rome.** 

**Thy word, O Conful, if againft her wifti. 
Is law to Cleopatra, — doubt her not. 
So fwift as fail and fturdy rowers can. 
To Alexandria ; there, if laft, (he hopes 
A refpite brief ! " 

** Aye, love, — a refpite brief! " 

The Alexandrines our flotilla met, 
With (bouts hilarious, — to falute their Queen; 
Hail I to the Conful, who has brought us peace. 
Here, MeiTengers are found with weighty errand. 
From Afia, from Hifpania, from Rome. 
Whilft Caefar dallies in Egyptus' funftiine. 
Rife is fell Fadtion in the wide-fpread legions, 
And, as dark-gathering clouds, prefages ftorm. 

But firft to gladden — as with thofe we join 
After a term of abfence ; politic, 
That Caefar' s officers fliould genial be 
With Cleopatra's Court, — her Minifters ; 
And there are diverfe farewells of the world, 
That claim fome tender, ceremonious care. 

M 
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The Banquet overpaft, the guefts away, 
The Palace filent^ — ^** Queen, we part to-morrow ! *' 
'^ No, Caius, no ! all Nature inculcates 
Gradual development, and like decay. 
If now our love hath its meridian gain'd, 
Let there be calm declenfion, as the Sun, — 
Until, infenfibly, by leflening light. 
Our night of darknefs comes unconfciously. 
When the beneficent gods their boons beftow. 
How ihould we break, with facrilegious will. 
The fpell they did create ? — ^in gratitude. 
Do we not rightly make the moft and beft 
Of god-fent gifts, — to body or to foul ? 
Shall our reproach be fpiritual fuicide ? 
Are we not well together, great, dear Caefar, 
That, being fo mighty, fhould'ft be lord of joy ! 
Oh folly, that the happy feparate ! 
Whole life, thou know'ft, is but a longer day. 
And fulFers, laft, inevitable doom. 
Wherefore permit our ceafing to be flow ! 
Let there be no to-morrow till thou goeft ! 
We'll make the days moft long by wakeful wiles. 
Though happier be the fafter ! '* 

" Cleopatra ! 
Thy voice hath fyren tones, — ^ah, fyren eyes ! 
How ftrong his will who fubjugates thy will : 
It is the lot of man to die in life, 
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Let flip his longings, as the hours do fleet, — 
Defencelefs, lofing, aught he moft doth prize. 
We die each day to fomewhat we have loved — 
Or, it will die to us, defpite our care. 
One day we die to all, — a final death, — 
The confummation of thofe deaths whilom : 
Soon muft I die to thee ! " 

" Alas, alas ! 
May I love Caius, yet his reafons hate ? 
A woman I — ^not cold philofopher. 
To part from thee is as a Ship doth loofe 
Its anchor — to the Sea, perchance to wreck. 
Haft thou not faved my State, and counfell'd me. 
And given me Queenfliip ? Father to me beft — 
And more — that furthermore ! to make thee 
dearer?" 

" Queen of Egyptus, thy mellifluous fpeech 
Finds echo in my foul. When we induce 
A Heaven on Earth — we know it muft have end, — 
Albeit the tenure is indefinite ; 
Nor would we have the gods perpetuate. 
That our own fenfe reproves, — which were to take, 
Prefumptuous, a throne above the gods ; — 
(For e*en the gods may not o'erreach the right.) 
Oh Lady-love ! illuftrious as thou art 
In the fallacious charm of anceftry, 
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It is as woman, mod, thou proved power ; 

Why tell thee this ? except that thou may' ft know 

I have my Ihare of forrow, lofing thee ! 

For it doth add a thorn to Caefar's pain 

To think fome other in thy heart muft dwell, — 

To think fome other in thine arms may reft ! 

O goddefs-born ! thou, of this earth unmatched, 

Gain*ft not fincerely, o'er the heart of man, 

Predominance by higheft place and title, 

But by thy wife and charm'd companionfhip. 

The art to pleafe, with fenfuous dowers allied, — 

(On Nature's pet impartially beftow'd.) 

Yet would I eulogize — ^thy Queenly grace ! 

Yet Caefar from thee goes, in face of death, 

And war's viciffitudes, to keep his rank 

As man, to rule mankind. Though love is fweet, 

Ambition muft exceed ! for left, the world 

Were loft eftfoons in chaos of decay. 

So, does the pain of Caefar equal thine ? 

For, though I go, to me thou dieft not, — 

To me thou liveft ever, whilft I live ! 

In the ftill hour, when graver thought is o'er, 

The vifion of thy prefence will return ; 

As a melodious fong, fomewhile well fung, 

Hath taken lodgment in the myftic cave, — 

Guarded, in chief, by bleft Mnemofyne, — 

Thence to refound, in rapturous cadences 

Of tones fymphonious to the mental ear." 
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** Speak on — fpeak on, O Caius ! for thy voice 
Comes to my fenfes as the breath of heaven, 
Chanting its ghoftly paean through the grove, — 
Charming, the while we fcarce know what it tells. 
Oh, thou excelled — by thy wit, too much 
For her, but woman, whom fo much thou praifeft ; 
To-morrow, if to-morrow ! we fhall part,. 
And thou wilt witnefs Cleopatra*s tears. 
It is the hour of fleep, — fo long, at leaft. 
Be we for all in all, — ^and all forget !'* 

On that long fled to-morrow, there was hafte, 
And found of a6lion round the Palace walls, — 
Not of rejoicing, but, of grave refolve — 
Of dull vivacity, — a fenfe of change. 
''The Romans leave us ! are we glad or fad ?" 
Lo, it was then as now, and as for aye, — 
They are not. merry who do wear the ma(k. 
Caefar, on patriot purpofe fternly bent, 
PrelTd on the exodus of Roma's legions, — 
Of (hips, and men, and horfe. 

Queen Cleopatra — 
With placid vifage, but tumultuous heart, 
Reclining refts, Caefarion by her fide, — 
A face of Sphinx, that knows but not reveals I 
Her hair unbraided, and her bofom bared, — 
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The floor bcftrewn with lotus and with rofe, — 
Refign'd to meet the Conful's laft approach. 

Caefar with manly, flow, refpedful ftep, 
To near the couch advanced, and, on his knee, 
In filence took her hand, — ^as when they met. 

" As firft you (aw me, Caius, fo I lie, — 
To aflc, in triftful truft, of thee^ my fate. 
See thy Caefarion I and our tale is told, — 
Of love, and amity unvarying ; — 
More, of thy plenteous kindnefs, kingly aid. 
Oh, muft thou go — go now ? I dread thy fpeech." 

^^ Queen, I have fomething done, and fomething 
leave ; 
For all, whatever, am I rewarded greatly 
In fweet remembrances of thine Egyptus, 
Forgetting not that Sweeteft-fweet, Thyfelf ! *' 

'^ Ah, Caefar, thou haft ftruck the jarring chord f 
Dire deprivation, and a life in death." 

^^ O friend beloved ! let us z8t with honour, 
In fuch juft pride approving what we are. 
Some part I've told thee of unfettled wars, 
And Roma's difcord, — to be quell'd by me. 
Caefarion will be nurtured in thy care, — 
I crave the child, to fondle — look upon : — 
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From diftance {hall I counfel and defend ; — 
Soon wilt thou find a King to guard thee well, 
And (hare with thee dominion." 

Stooping then 
To kifs her lips, — flie, quicken'd by this token, 
Sprang from the couch, diflievell'd, pai&onate, — 
Embraced, and, wordlefs, fell. Caeiarion flept : — 
Still ! as primeval ftillnefs : — 

Caefar flood, 
Rigid, with fadden'd eye ; then moved away, 
Intoning low — '* Good-bye, dear Cleopatra ! 
Twice, — thrice good-bye, — the world's work mufl 

be done." 
In-breathing, fighing, he the curtains clofed, — 
While fhe, *mid rofe and lotus, proflrate lay. 
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Coftanza. 



WHERE ^olus. King of Storms, had earlier 
reign 'd, 
That {hining illand of the Tyrrhene Sea, 
Of rocky afpe3, in whofe caverns deep 
He ftorcd the winds, and bade the tempells ftay; — 
That illand where the faint volcano-glare 
Sheds, nightly feen, from fources confluent — 
In the arcana of the earth, profound, — 
With Etna's feething pit — abode of fire ! 
Where Mu]ciber,with Cyclops hammering toil'd, — 
Circled in ardent and fulphureous flames — 
At anvils, for the thunderbolts of Jove ! 
Ay, Lipara ! there dwelt a daintie maid, 
Coftanza named ; of noble anceftry. 
Much cared for — nurtured in unclouded joy, — 
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For fince die gods were gone, and Lipara's fires 
Blazed upwards, but to lighten, not to fcathe. 
The ifle grew plenteous for the wants of men. 
That time was when the turban'd Saracen 
Held with the Chriftian a divided fwaj ; — 
A fimpler age, of thought more frelh and free. 
When hearts were hearts, and love was love 

undoubdng. 
And when emotion had its priftine plajr. 
The maid (how'd beauty paffing common praife— 
As though an angel had her mother met ! 
Mild>meltmg, oval, filken-fringed eyes, 
Whofe placid (been, as of a glafiy lake, 
Betoken'd depths profound, and purity, — 
Whate'er the mood, true beacons of her foul ; — 
Slender yet ftrong, and agile as the roe. 
And rounded as the Phidian mafter-piece ; 
Luxuriant trefles, mantling o'er a brow 
Whereon it feem'd the fun, unfetting, fliined, — 
The pride of Lipara, — but none her own ! 
Coftanza reach'd the age contemplative, — 
Not all the prefent, — ^when a future dawns, 
A land of promife, and illufions fweet ! 
Ere then a child, of brighteft children one. 
She had been joyant, and brim-fiill of love ; 
She loved her kin, and aU oi human kind. 
Her doll, gazelle, and petted dogs and doves. 
She kiflfd the flowerets, with endearing words. 
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And took delight in butterfly or bee. 

She loved the moon, the ftars, fea, earth, or fky, — 

The humped camel, or the graceful horfe, 

The pretty babe, or fqualid beggar bare, 

And, of the wrinkled toad, but faw its eye. 

She had been happy, as the rofes are ! 

The dew-drop drinking, paying back perfume ; — 

But now there came a void within her heart ; 

The loves fhe loved were not enough to love, — 

Nor yet enough for her, to be beloved. 

Her mother loved her fondly, — ^not enough ! 

She muft have love — in love equivalent 

At Lipara they held high feftival 
To vaunt the birthday of the iEolian king, 
Whereat went forth the ifland chivalry, 
In holiday trim, and warlike pageantry, 
For games athletic, and the frolic jouft. 
Coftanza, with her kindred, forward placed, 
In fimple-hearted, girlifli merriment, 
Bred by the changeful motions of the hour, — 
Forgat the hungering void, and look'd, and laugh'd. 
As one uncaring, fave to be amufed. 
Then, in the final jouft, the viftor proven 
Had for his praife the circus to pafs round, 
And yield the guerdon to the faireft fair — 
Martucci Gomito, — reining a milk-white barb 
Of pureft Arab blood, and proudeft pace. 
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Coftanza mark'd him diftant — his fierce eye, 
Broad forehead, cluftering hair, and manly form, 
And, in that moment, — knew the void was filled ! 
As one fpell-bound, fhe gazed, whilfl on he came. 
Bowing and fcanning as he moved along. 
The myrtle wreath in hand, prepared to throw. 
And flill, fpell-bound, (he gazed, fhe knew not 

why. 
To fee him caft the guerdon, — till now near, 
His fteed, by fright, or by his heel compell'd, 
Rear'd and curvetted, — to the fear of moft, — 
Whilft (he, unfcared, yet gazing, faw him bend 
Low, to the girths, — the chaplet on her lap ! 
Up to his eyes (he look'd, — ^Martucci look'd. 
And faw the tin£lures of her heart fufFufe 
Her delicate cheek — the primogenial blufh ! 
Sprung from its fources for Martucci's fake. 
The efHorefcence of her maidenhood ! 
And then her craving foul was fatisiied. 

Erelong, as lover, brave Martucci came 
To her paternal home, and ardently 
Preferr'd his claim, as vidlor, for the maid 
To whom he gave the guerdon, — faireft fair ! 
They faid, " He was not noble, was not mate. 
Nor fit companion of their royal race. 
Nor wealth enough had he to wed with her." 
Coftanza pleaded, ^^ My firft love is he, 
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My only love, for him I live or die ; 

Oh ! mother, let me love him — for I muft/* 

Martucci, raging, faid, '< I'll make me noble. 
The wealth will live to gain, or, failing, perifh ! 
And fo he rafhly fped, with galliots twain. 
To fcour the feas, and fpoil the Saracen. 
He ventured boldly, and his fame came back : 
^^ Rich prizes from the infidel had won, 
And home would bring an argofy of gold/' 

The while Coftanza languifh'd, in fond hopes, — 
But one dream dreaming — waking ftill to dream, 
Negle6ling much her pets and playful tafks. 
For now her loves in one concentrated. 

But bold Martucci overftrain'd his aim 1 
And, by a day, too long delay'd return. 
The Saracen in double ftrength came forth. 
His convoy intercepted, and o'ercame. 
And, with him, took it to the Afric {hore. 

The triftful tidings faft to Lipara flew \ — 
The maiden heard but this — " Martucci dead! " 

Then love was dead to our Coftanza fweet ! 
She moved in light unwitting of the light ; 
The ftars were cruel, the fair moon but fad. 
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The funfhine did not warm, the earth a blank 
Of all afFedtions, creatures, colours alL 
The fabric had its lovely form preferved, 
Albeit the ghoftly habitants were gone ! 
She did not weep, becaufe there were no tears 
Left in the outflied fountains of her heart. 
Weary, with wearinefs no reft could cure, 
She wander'd hither, thither, as in dark. 
Her beauteous eyes wide open, day or night 

And yet the world wags on its wonted way ; 
The portals open'd, revellers came and went 
One night, Coftanza, foul-fick utterly, 
Her head concealing in mantilla fold. 
The parting guefts among, — ^among them forth ! 
Out, out {he glided, thinking, dolefully, 
'^ I have no home, for me the wide, wide world \ 
Night is as day, and day to me as night. 
Let Nature do with me as Nature will.** 
And on (he flitted through the finuous ftreets, 
Obfcure and narrow, fteep, and ftony-rough, 
Until {he knew the dawn ; and, as the fun 
Uprofe, {he faw the ftrand, and out beyond 
The fea, — and, on the ftrand, a fi{her's {kiff. 
Rigged for the labours of the wakening day. 

With automatic {kill, {he loofed the boat, 

9 

Un{hipp'd the rudder, threw adrift the oars. 
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And pufh'd away. The wind blew ofF the 

fliore, 
The fail was fet, and bore its burthen on, — 
The freight a thinking, dormant chryfalid, — 
To brave the hazard of the waters wild. 

Coftanza knew it all, — not wifely knew, 
But as fynthetic with her fantafies ; 
And thus far, happy was fhe, — for fhe faid, 
" Am I not defolate, — withouten hope, 
So whither in the finite can I go ? 
If earth to me is nought, the fea is there. 
And, fain, may bear me to Martucci's foul." 
Along the boat, recumbent, looking to 
The Iky, by this time brightening into day, 
She had one thought alone, — that thought, — Mar- 

tucci. 
She faw, by fancy pi£tured, his firfl; fmile, 
Born to beftow the guerdon ; his hot look 
Of fcorn, of anger, of fruftrated love. 
When wrongly deemed unworthy ; his wide cheft 
With furious ftorm convulfed — and all for her ! 
Heroic features cafl in Grecian mould, 
Herculean fhoulders touch'd by curly locks, 
His ftature that rear'd upwards, like a god ; 
And let the ecftafy overwhelm her grief. 

Apace the (kifF is wandering with the wind. 

o 
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The moon has mounted, and the ftars fhine out. 
Coftanza, with her ever-open eyes, 
Stars unto ftars ! beheld them, unfurprifed, 
Thinking they look'd, and fpake, and lighted 

her. 
As foul aflight in aether, unconfined, — 
A dream upon the ocean floated (he ! 
So perfedled a pearl, fo dear to heaven, 
A miracle was granted for her fake, — 
Two feraphs hovering o'er the fragile ark, 
Its puny canvas fanning volantly. 

The hours depart uncounted, and the maid 
Unnourifh*d, lapiing faint, and comatofe. 
Fell into trance, — tranflated inftantly ! 
She, with her loved Martucci, lived in heaven. 
He to an angel changed, with fapphire wings , — 
Upon his breaft her head, his eyes to hers. 
She faid, *' My love, I've come to thee fomeway. 
And much rejoice to find thee anywhere !*' 
She heard the mufic heard amid the fpheres, 
And knew its meaning, — fpeaking to her thus, — 

** Doubt noty Cojlanxa — 

Love does not die^ 
Thy love is reckoned 

In thyfoftejifigh. 
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** Doubt noty Cojianza — 

^hy love is dear 
To us J bleji angels 

Ever J ever here. 

** Doubt noty Co/ianza — 

As mortal^ blind^ 
Be thou but conjlantj 

Thou thy love Jhalt find. 

" Doubt noty Cojianza — 

If grieved thy life^ 
Be thoujiill conjiant, 

Tet wilt thou be wife.^^ 

Supernal ftrains yet founding in her foul, 
Coftanza felt a foft encircling arm 
Her from her haplefs refting-place remove j — 
The miracle-boat afhore in little bay 
Nigh Syrtis Minor gulph. 

*^ What are you, dear ? 
Whence came you, pretty child?" fpake Cara- 

prefa, — 
The wondrous waif careffing mother-like. 
This heaven-fent finder was of Chriftian race, 
Of Tripani native, and by garb flie knew 
The damfel muft have drifted from afar. 
At break of morn fhe would the fifhers meet. 
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On whom, as flave, (he waited. " Pretty dear ! 
Speak, for thy language is, I think, as mine." 
Coftanza, looking into fpace fome while, 
Moan'd out at laft, " I know not — leave me here." 
Then Caraprefa, grown compailionate. 
Bore the fubmiffive maid with hafie unto 
The flielter of her cabin, there, outftretch'd. 
Upon the fcant bed laid her, fitting by, 
Admired her gazing eyes, much wondering 
To fee fuch beauty in fuch wretchednefs ; 
Gave her fome fimple food, as nurfe would do 
To infant, — filent watch'd and watch'd until 
The bright orbs clofed, and fweet Coftanza flept. 
A long, long fleep ! Long Caraprefa watch'd 
To fee thofe eyes re-open, for fhe thought 
" Perchance it endeth in the fleep of death." 
The angels came about the couch and fmiled 
On wizen'd Caraprefa, waiting there, — 
For, though fhe faw them not, fhe knew they fmiled. 
As fome night-wanderer notes the flreak of morn, 
So that poor watcher faw the fringed lids 
Uplift to light and life ; rejoicing greatly ; — 
** Sweet, darling pet, I welcome thee anew, 
Thou hafl been flumbering, and I wifhed thee 

wake." 
Coflanza, as in vifion, with no fight, — 
" Where am I now, and who art thou fo kind ?" 
*^ Thou aft near Sufa, of the Afric land, 
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Poor Caraprefa I." — Then raifing her, 

She laved her gently, comb'd her flowing hair, 

Chafed her white, velvet hands, and tiny feet, 

Enraptured, clothed her, muttering timoroufly, 

" A princefs is flie — ^whence fuch lovelinefs ? 

An angel is fhe, fair and beautiful ! 

Alack, alack ! how guard her from reproach, — 

From infidel clutch preferve, or luftful look ? *' 

Then turned her thoughts to heaven for help and 

light 
Continuing, — *' Now know I what to do, — 
To good Alathiel hie wc, — if fhe will." 

Alathiel, — a fair Moflem dame high-born, 
Wealthy, life-wearied by a broken love. 
Retired to Sufa, fhe had there devifed 
Afylum merciful for maidens meek, 
To guide the efliuent energies of youth 
In ways of virtue, and induftrious arts, — 
A quiet, calm fecluflon, where no man 
Muft dare to enter. 

Caraprefa faid. 
Her reverie mumbling, as the beldams do ; — 
** Left fhe fhould flee, — Vl\ keep her as a bird 
(The bird this Peri, and my hut the cage)." 
So Caraprefa, comforting the maid 
With fuch fparfe fuccours as the poorefl have. 
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Went out to reckon with her mafters rough, — 
The door fecuring — window fcreening clofe, — 
And came again at eventide, and found 
Coftanza fitting, tranquil and forlorn. 
Her fplendent eyes wide-looking to no-where, — 
And faid, " My dear, wilt thou not with me go ?" 
*' No home have I, fhall I not wend with thee ? — 
No home have I, my home is anjrwhere.'* 
Then^ in the ftillnefs of the murky night, 
The fifhers gone to fea, the land at hu{h, 
Kind Caraprefa wrapp'd her, led her out, 
And, oft fupporting, fomewhiles carrying her, 
Help'd by a market-cart that fought the town, — 
To Sufa* brought her, — to Alathiel's haven ; — 
Sufa a city opulent and gay, 
With frowning fortrcfs crowning craggy fteep, — 
Acrofs that fhore where Titan Atlas lifts. 
Transformed to mountain vaft, his mighty back, — 
Doom'd to uphold the firmamental fphere. 

It was the early hour when fleep with moft 
Is weak, or over, and when cries and raps 
Are heard, but fright not ; fo Alathiel heard, 
Obferving that the hour was break of day, 
Whifpering her maidens, **Fear not, I'll defcend." 
Soon, through the lattice-bars, in grey-eyed light, 

* Ancient Adrumetum. 
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Alathiel fcann'd the matron and the maid, 
Gave patient ear to Caraprefa's pleading, 
Then, moving bolts and chains, with tremulous hand 
The jealous door unclofed, and bade them in. 

And when Alathiel mark'd the feared eyes 
Of loft Coftanza, watch 'd her 'witching ways, 
Heard her weird words of woe, — unblaming any — 
Her beauty noted, and her air of grace, — 
The moft of the romantic tale out-told, — 
She added love to chaften'd charity 
Anent the fair fea-waif, and neftled her. 
To foothe her, night or day, with comfortings ; 
The maidens warning, " Give her tender fpeech. 
And folace her in aught (he hath to do." 
For when Alathiel afked her whence (he came. 
She only faid, '^ I know not, I'm Coftanza ; 
There was a world I lived in, but 'tis gone ; 
The people in it were both good and .cruel, 
And, now 'tis paft, I know not where I am." 

Coftanza with the maidens fate, their queen, 
In virtue of her faintly influence. 
E'en as its fragrance makes us blefs the flower ; — 
She had a charm upon her, from the (kies, 
SurpaiUng reafon, having reafon none ; 
The favourite of a benignant ftar. 
She, by a look, could warm the frigid heart 
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And quicken it to impuUe ; fhe would work 
Among the diligent fifters iilently. 
Yet with the art to win their reverence ; 
Embroider'd weU, and wove the endlels web. 
And plaintive ditties warbled to the moon. 
Their goffip lift'ning, fhe io fmiled and gazed. 
They read it for the language of the fouL — 
She had their love, in love with no reftraint. 
But in fome awe of her, as heaven-bom. 

Juft then the King of Tunis and that land. 
The fage and prudent Mariabdela, 
By a Granadan prince was hardly preflTd, — 
His title to the throne by arms oppofed. 
Martucci Gomito, a captive, pined 
At Tunis; of the war he heard, and thought 
A thought that, aded, promifed liberty. 
He, by the warders being favour'd there. 
As one of gnicious manners, noble traits. 
Said to his gaoler — ^^ Let me fee your chief." 
Then to the mafter boldly outfpoke he, 
^^ I pray that you do take me to the King ; 
Tell that the ftratagem I would propofe 
Shall, by adoption, give him vi&ory." 
The mafter bore that mefiage, and eftfoons 
Into the royal prefence render'd him. 
^^ I thank thee for this gift of grace, O King ! 
Would crave thine hearing to my ftratagem." 
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The King, — ** Proceed, we have our ears to hear." 

** Thou counteft on thine archers, — fo thy foe; 

And more, they argue that, their arrows flown, 

Yours will they have to follow ; — order then. 

With utmoft privity to lateft hour. 

More fine than theirs, your bowft rings to be made, 

Your arrow-flits the fame, — to fit the firing ; 

Refrain, whilfl they, elate, their quivers void. 

Then, like a hailflorm pelting, loofe your fhafts ! 

Soon will they find your narrow-mouthed darts 

Refufe their bowflrings — whilfl your archers flioot, 

Doubly fupplied, their arrows in return : 

A panic in their hearts furprife (hall breed, 

Then, royal fir, thou hafl but to purfue." 

" 'Tis well," quoth Mariabdela, — " fee thou to it ! 

And, at the battle, by my fide fland thou. 

If viftory follow, I will fay 'tis thine. 

Thou (halt high honour have, and rich reward." 

Martucci to his plan the archery formed ; — 

The battle went as, flirewdly, he forecafl. 

King Mariabdela his foe repulfed 

With flaughter great, and with difperfion wide. 

Donna Alathiel, owning lands at Tunis, 
Was thither fummon'd, to protect her rights. 
Alathiel loved Coftanza, — ponder'd thus ; — 
^* She is a graceful flatue, would that I 
Could it reanimate — to life and love, 

p 
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By fights and founds of ftimulant verities ; — 

Recall her memory to things that were. 

By ftreets and marts, and fprightly circumftance 

Occurring in the genial haunts of men." 

" Dear fofter-child, I now to Tunis part ; 

There fpced thou with me, that fair City fee." 

" Mother, I care not, care not whither where — 

With thee — with thee for ever would I reft." 

Together went they unto Tunis' town, 

Halting betimes at houfe and hoftelrie, 

(Whereat the dame, foreknown, warm welcome 

found,) 
And, as they wended, thofe the maid beheld 
Thought her divine, and blelTd her on her way. 

To Tunis coming as the conflift ceafed, — 
For little then was known of diftant things, — 
Alathiel heard that prefently would be 
A royal pomp of triumph national. 
The ftreets bedizen'd were in rainbow hues, 
That the fantaftic Saracen fancy charm ; 
The people buoyant in their late reprieve 
From the invader's grafp, and in their pride 
Of vi6lory, jubilant with dance and fong. 
Coftanza look'd, and look'd, but fmiled never ; 
Her ever brilliant eyes gazed onward ever, — 
Not one fide, nor the other ; what flie heard 
None knew by hearing, — for flie did not fpeak. 
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She breathed as others breathe ; and yet the air 

Gave not her pulfes purpofes of life. 

The while, inftin6fc with art mechanical, 

Her fingers deft the loom would nimbly ply, 

Or with entrancing pathos touch the lyre ; 

She trod the earth as one of other fphere, 

Whofe thoughts and language are to men unknown. 

She look'd up to the fun, but faw no fun, — 

As 'twere what mortals fee was not to her. 

The day of triumph is it, and the King 
With our Martucci the proceflion leads ; 
He had the Liparaean thus proclaim'd,-^ 
^^ This noble youth hath Mariabdela faved ; 
Let him henceforth be honour'd of you all." 
Anear the King rode minifters and peers. 
In glittering trappings, blazon'd gorgeoufly, 
Then captives, and the trophies of the fpoil. 

Alathiel, of patrician rank, was grouped 
With noble ladies of the King and court, 
Coftanza by her, as the Moflems, veil'd. 
They faw the Triumph moving from afar 
Toward the wide area of the palace (bright 
With gilded domes, and minarets painted o'er), 
Where they were fitting, — for the king had faid 
There, at the clofe, he would the vi£tor crown. 
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AlathiePs tent approached, the Triumph ftay'd ; 
Martucci Gomito, his vifor down. 
Riding, the prime companion of the King : 
Alighting there, the King Martucci brought 
Near to the tent, the vigor's wreath upheld. 
His vifor lifted, next his helmet raifed, 
Beftow'd the laurel, with loud voice pronouncing, 
*^ Lo ! crown for crown, this crown a king doth 
yield/' 

Then, through the tent and the furroundii^ hoft, 
Was heard a cry of joy ineffable ! 
One word alone, ** Martucci ! '* — Quick, unveiFd, 
Coftanza, fpringing from Alathiel's fide, 
Leap'd to Martucci's neck, around him clung, — 
Crying, ** Martucci ! — I have found my love/' 
Martucci whifper'd, — ^^ Ay, in me thy love ! ** 
The King advanced, unruffled, and, releafing. 
Surrendered her to dame Alathiel's arms : 
** We will to-morrow fpeak of her to thee/' 

Thofe ever-gazing eyes now gazed to fee, — 
Like with Martucci's — ^feeing two in one ! 
To right or left, above, beneath, around. 
Coftanza hail'd the funfhine with delight. 
Saw banners fluttering in the lively breeze. 
Smart foldiers, horfes, and the pageantry; 
Marked the prifmatic colours of coftumes. 
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The palace fair, — and heard the clarion ring ; 
Heard women's voices (of all mufic moft !) 
And, oh ! (he knew of fights and founds moft dear, — 
That waking viAon of Martucci fince, — 
The lineaments of Alathiel, vocal now. 
She had outfaid, in thofe firft blifsful hours, 
All Caraprefa wot not of, — and next, 
** Dear mother, more than mother ! I awoke 
To fee thy fiice, to fee thee with my mind. 
To know what thou haft done, by grace of God, 
For her, a lucklefs, ftrange, demented thing — 
My debt too great to reckon in this world I *' 
Alathiel clafp'd her, kiiTd away her tears, — 
**True — true, fweet child, — it was by grace of 
God." 

Henceforth the loves long frozen in her foul 
Well'd lite a fount-fpring fuddenly fet free. 
She praifed the fun, extoU'd the bountiful earth. 
And glad, thankfgiving eyes to God upraifed. 
Alathiel for her cared unceaflngly. 
And fpake to her as mother to her child. 
*^ Grod hath not, dear Coftanza, given to me 
A child of earth, but thee hath fent, of heaven, 
That I fhould know in thee maternal love. 
It is an ad of His beneficence, 
That thou, not mortal of my body born. 
Art as the very offspring of my foul. 
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Have I not fofter*d thee with mother's milk 
Of kindnefs, — fed thee like a cradled babe, 
When, by misfortune, thou wcrt babe again ? " 
^' Yea, mother ! it is fo, and thou indeed 
Art as the author of my new-born mind. 
(Oh ! firft, own mother ! thee I ever love 
Although thou hadfl: no pity for my tears.) 
Am I not doubly bleft in loving thee 
With love fcarce leffer than my deepeft love ? 
For I have learn'd, by grief, that, lacking love, 
Whate'er the gifts, this world is dark and 

drear, — 
A barren wildernefs — nor fight nor found ! 
Withouten love, no glories in the fky, 
Withouten love, no mufic in the air, 
Withouten love, no bloflbms on the mead." 

The King with pride on fweet Coftanza looked, 
Efteem'd her as a jewel to his crown. 
Nay, even as a daughter to his heart ; 
Yet, told of all the marvellous hiftory, 
More, that Martucci would the maiden wed. 
And, wedded, to his native land repair, — 
Him freed to part, or friend or prifoner, 
Endowed with wealth, and titles adequate. 
And gave his nuptials royal countenance. 

Martucci to Alathiel homage tender 'd ; 
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One hand to her, and to Coftanza one. 
Between them, fmiling, faid, " I love you both ; — 
Shall not I love the faviour of my love ? 
Donna Alathiel, wilt thou with us dwell?" 
Alathiel anfwer'd, ^^ Saracen am I ! 
But can I part from her, my Angle child, 
Beftowed by Heaven, whereto my duty flows ? 
Yea, I will go ! for, whatfoe'er the wrench, 
Is nought to lofs of my celeftial boon." 

A day of mourning was it when they went; 
The monarch forrowful, — the people fad 
To lofe their champion and miraculous maid. 
For tranfport fafe, the King his be ft fliip lent. 
Alathiel, Caraprefa, and the pair, 
The port forfook, 'mid tears and bleffings rife ; 
The wind-god favour'd, and Coftanza fair 
To Lipara return'd, — Martucci's wife. 
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A Flight in Space. 

METHOUGHTjthat in the vaft ethereal void 
I was upborne without the need of wings, 
A charm'd bewilderment my foul employ'd, 
And I became mine own imaginings j — 

On, on I floated, wifting nothing where, 

Fill'd with a fearlefs ecftafy, and foon 
Mine eyes gazed, wonder-ftruck, in fweet defpair, 

Upon the ferrate furface of the Moon ; 
Well, well I knew the ramparts gaunt and grim, 

Though much exceeding our extremeft guefs, 
And forms amorphous clung about the brim 

Of black abyfTes, broad and bottomlefs j 
Ah ! what a weird and joylefs fcene I fcann'd, 

Of bald refle<9ion and of Qiadows dark, 
Great Tycho flung his figure o'er the land. 

And Dorfel'fliow'd, miles high, his vertex ftark ; 
No cloudy vapours veil'd their mighty crefts. 

The ftars were Ihining in the long, long day, 
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The Sun, that to thofe fummits never refts, 

A blazing ball uphung, without a ray, — 
A blazing ball uphung in vault of gloom ! 

And, where he (hone, I faw adown, adown, — 
Although his beams reach'd not the depths of 
doom, 

In thofe chief craters that have gain'd renown — 
Firft Ptolemy, and next Copernicus ; — 

And all was terrible, unearthly all ; 
Nor fight, nor found that bringeth blifs to us. 

No fong of bird, no fplafh of waterfall, 
Nor wind, nor river, nor of motion aught, — 

For thofe dread creatures moved not to mine eye ; 
Even to think of them I am diftraught. 

Nor can I tell if they did creep or fly. 
They are not like the entities of Earth, 

For, in their airlefs world, there is no breath, 
When they began to be they had no birth, 

And, if they ceafe, it is without a death. 

Then, being comfortlefs, I thought of home, 

And faw my loved Earth as a filver fphere. 
Ornate with crepufcule of frothy foam. 

And lucent, with a luftre very clear; 
Such was its fplendour, that I cried aloud, — 

'' Rightly, O Moon, our decimal thou'rt fhown ! 
And furely, if thou know'ft, art very proud 

My beauteous Earth thy primary to own." 
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Next, to my vifion was, in part, reveal'd 

That hemifphere from Earth for ever hid, 
Whereon, I think, were mifts, which much conceal'd 

A vaft and varied champaign, in whofe mid 
I dimly faw an ocean, fpreading wide, 

And fhores produ6iive, and conftru£ted things ; 
Then fell the two weeks' night, from me to hide 

Beings to whom the dark not blindnefs brings, — 
Not as the torpid creatures next our globe, 

Scantly exifting in a vatuous wafte. 
But fuch as the Creator doth enrobe 

For joy complete — as there more gladfome 
placed.^ 

On, on I floated, and, unknowing time, 

Beheld the orb men dote on from afar. 
And ever give a place in loving rhyme, 

Vefper, or Venus, our dear even-ftar : — 
It is a radiant world, than Earth more fair, 

And, nearer to the Sun, as heaven more feeming. 
Like Earth would be withouten cloud or care, 

E'en as we think the Earth in happieft dreaming : 
The Sun, in grandeur twice our god of day. 

There doubly blefTeth ; and that globe is clad 
In glory that our language cannot fay, — 

Such, if the poet' told, he would be mad. 

* This is derived from the conje6lures of Hanfen. 
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Nor fogs, nor ftorms, nor biting frofts unkind, 

But fummer always, or unchanging fpring, 
And light, in which our eyeballs would be blind. 

And warmth that would to us proftration bring ; 
There, among fcenes of nature confonant. 

Are organifms dower'd with grace fupreme. 
Of whom my puny praife irrelevant 

Would but conjefture, or a mockery, feem. 

AbafhM I look'd, then floated on and on, 

Until, in holy awe, I came anear 
The Fount of Light, Creation^s paragon, 

Refting enravifh'd on the outer fphere. 
I faw the luftrous comets come and go. 

The planets, in their fealty, fwift careering. 
The meteor ring, that gives the zodiac glow, 

A whirling mafs, a phofphor zone appearing. 

Then, in a moment, I was changed to be 
Within the photofphere, the home of light ; 

And, henceforth, feeing, fcarcely did I fee. 
But trulier knew, as whitenefs knoweth white. 

For now — the dread abode of. Force unfpent. 
In primal Life and in the womb of Caufe, 

Amid the nether worlds' arcana pent, — 
The ruling Medium of Nature's laws : 

Amid the colours prime, of various hue. 

Which, in the things of earth, reflexion find, 
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Which herb, and flower, and maiden-cheek endue, 

And which the rainbow and the prifm unbind ; 
Amid the odours of the odours' fpring, 

Which weakly touch the ken of mortal fenfe, 
Amid the melodies which ever ring, 

By men overheard fomewhiles, unknowing whence. 
Amid the {been that fhineth aye unfhaded, 

And, (hadowlefs, where time is never told. 
In elemental glories undegraded, 

The antetypes of diamond and gold : 

And fo, entranced, by inner fight I knew 

The high Intelligences of the Sun ; 
Angels I name them not, nor were it true 

To term tbem as of flefh, or fancy-fpun ; 
Words fit them not, for they are not as we. 

Wherefore defcribe I them with modefl; fear — 
They are all eye, and hence I fay they fee ; 

They are all ear, and fo I fay they hear ; 
But their quick confcioufnefs is not of fight. 

Nor are they aught impreflible by found. 
Perceiving, ever they perceive aright. 

Their leaft perception pafSng thought profound : — 
Are there not tones on Earth which fome not lift, 

Odours, moft fubtile, which the moft not know, 
Phantafms, which eye infpired, alone, doth wift, 

Thoughts that, from germs not of the Earth, do 
grow ? — 
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Or of their language, exercifed unfpokeiiy 

If I (hould fay they fpeak, 'twere wrongly faid 
Of attribute whereof we have no token. 

Communion voicelefs and unlimited ! 
Or, if I fay they love, it were not well 

So to exprefs a Acuity to blend 
One in the other's nature, and to dwell 

In perfed unifon withouten end* 
Were I to fay they have a face or frame, 

I fhould be telling but an earthly dream. 
For I have, with amazement 'kin to {hame, 

Beheld that Intellectual Prefence beam : — 
Their fplendent world of light they permeate. 

Unknowing motion, eiFort, fpace or time, 
Transform'd from zone to zone, from ftate to ftate. 

At inftant impulfe of a will fublime ; 
Lefs than omnifcient, all untaught they know, 

Lefs than omnipotent, need no control, 
Lefs great than God, they cannot greater grow. 

And yet they are not greater than the Soul. 

Lo, in My Soul, I their co-equal live. 

Albeit incorporate with mortal clay. 
In kindred fympathy I homage give, 

Nor know I but that I fhall be as They ; 
With human Minds I think they converfe keep, — 

Genius, through Nature's influence, infpire. 
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And, or in waking thoughts, or dreams of deep. 
Imbue them with the empyrean fire ; 

Forth, from their glorious home, they fubdy fhed 
Rays that, unfeen, through cruft corporeal fhine. 

The body quick'ning, as with manna fed. 
The fpirit jrielding fuftenance divine. 

O Sun ! I know not half my debt to thee, — 
Great Source of joy, and thefe divinings fond, — 

For, by thine awful glow, I faintly fee 

Thy God, and God of all the worlds beyond. 




Columbus at Seville. 

A. D. 1505. XT, 70. 

IS it the end ? — fo mundane honour faileth. 
Lacketh that chief meed ; the Holy Sepulchre 
Will not by me be refcued ; that great land 
Which much exceedeth, which I yet could find, 
Will not by me be proven ; that ripe harveft, 
Golden-fheaved, will not by me be gathered : 
The reaper hath the glory, not the fower ; 
To track the pathlefs ocean needed one ; 
A hoft can follow him, and fhare the gain. 
Diego, Fernando— equal as my fons. 
Fruit of two mothers^ equal in my love. 
May ye inherit, and deferve the guerdon ! 

O Thou, beneficent Father ! Thou, my God ! 
Hear now my plea, forgive my difcontent : 
If man ingrate be bafe, how bafer far 
Ingratitude to Thee ! forget I not 

* He was not married to the fecond. 
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The joyant day-dreams of my rifing life ; 

My marvellous falvation from the deep. 

Saved, to unfold the fecrets of the world ! 

Forget I not, Thou didft implant in me 

The deep, iix'd knowledge of thofe unknown (bores. 

Whereby, henceforth, the Earth will be enlarged. 

The True Faith haply fave unnumber'd fouls. 

My God ! Thy goodnefs to me has been great : 
How had I clearer thought of Atalantis 
Than that of Plato and of Marco Polo ? 
Or than of Marinus and Alfraganus, 
Of the rotund formation of the Earth? 
How could I doubt what came to me from Thee ? 
Didft Thou not give to me, by Martin Behem, 
My help for failing, in the Aftrolabe ? 
Didft Thou not bring to me my Tofcanelli, 
And Juan Perez, at the Convent gate ? — 
He that, as 'twere Thine angel fent to aid. 
Foreran me to the Royal Yfabel. 

A pricking pain it is, to fcan thofe years 
Of fretful waiting and vexations deep, — 
Thofe eighteen years of earneft hope fuppreff'd, 
Thofe droning years of fuUeft pulfe of life, 
Outfpent in care, and penury, and fcorn. 
Well I remember thee, cold Cazadilla, 
And thy repulfe for John of Portugal ! 
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But there were better men in thofe drear days \ — 
Gonzalez de Mendoza of Toledo, 
Whofe interceffion brought me to the Queen. 
And thou, De Quintanilla, thou, kind hoft. 
Who, with the good St. Angel, call*d me back. 
When, in a brief defpair, I fled from Spain. 

Then that ftrong ftrife of tongues, at Salamanca^ 
Then flood I forth to argue with the Junta ; 
To tell to men of fchools and catechifms 
What God had taught me — God alone could teach. 
** Ha, ha !*' fay they, " and thou doft well believe 
That, failing down thy glob^, thou wilt return. 
By god-fent gales compell'd, up-hill, to Spain ! " 
Or, ^^ Thou doft think that men feet upwards walk. 
Like as the flies upon the ceiling there ! " 
Yet wert thou one, friar Diego de Deza, 
Dower'd with a foul receptive of the Truth. 
That was well over, though it hurt my heart 
To think — the wifeft of the world rejeft me ! 
How wifer, thou, Columbus ? not thine own. 
Not thine own wifdom ! yet how dared I then 
To promife that, as undemonftrable 
As things beyond the grave ? 

Ah, happy next ! 
Like a triumphant fong^ the conteft o'er. 
To me rang out the meflage of St. Angel, — 
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Returned to tell the royal heart's refolve ; 
** For my own crown of Caftile will I do it, 
E'en though I pledge my jewels.'* Noble heart— 
Blefs thee, St. Angel ! 

Then I faw the Queen : 
For aye, her gracious, fympathetic fmile 
Is printed in my foul ; for aye her words. 
Even as of honey and foft music blent. 
My fpirit comfort; as a flood came joy. 
Forgat I then feven years of vafTalage 
In one bled moment ; I forget it not ! 
Then, then it was that I the Queen befought 
To make the treafures of the new-found world 
Redeem the Holy Sepulchre, and wreft 
From that proud Soldan falfe, the facred (hores. 
O God, Thou knoweft it not vainly faid \ 
Let man propofe, 'ds Thou alone permitted. 

Come, Juan de Coloma, courtly fcribe ; 
Bring thou the parchments, let the words be 

writ: 
Ufe now thy pencraft on a novel theme ; 
Note, in indelible chara£ters, that I, 
Columbus, am henceforth ^^ High Admiral," 
Viceroy and governor of thofe lands and feas 
Far-reaching, fertile, affluent, ferene, 
To-day unknown, but furely to be found. 
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Now fpeed to Palos, to behold the Tea \ 
To get tlie (hips, to call my mariners ! 
The fovereigns fay it ; read the royal lefcript ! 
** This is Columbus, fit him for the ocean ;" . 
Will ye not do it ? nay, it muft be done. 
Men, unconvinced, will lag at a beheft s 
How could I prove what God alone can fhow ? 
Dear Martin Pinzon, thou for one hadft faith i 
Dear brother of the Sea ! if, fiace that day. 
Was fomewhat to forgive, I have forgiven i 
Is not forgivenefs the true tcft of lovei 
I love thee ever. 

Here my fecond Spring ! 
The paft a dream, wherefrom I woke to a£l : 
No more the days of hope unfatisfied, 
No more for me the life of common things ! 
Meridian of my mortal y£ars o'erpaft, 
I breathed as one who newly trod the earth> 
Elaftic, ftrong, my fpicit freih as air, 
Prophetic foaring over .hindrances^ 
But onwards looking. 

Then the folemn day ; 
The day of my new world : O God^ Thou know'ft 
My faith was firm, that I went forth aflured, — 
To fearch ? ah, no — ^but certainly to find ! 
To Thee I knelt, with all my jconxpany : 

s 
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But what in them was prayer, in me was thanks, — 
Thanks for the miffion I was crown'd withal ; 
Our aufpice was to profper — Weft of Thee ! 

Yet, in that joy immortal, was I man, 
And juftly weigh'd the burthen of my tafk. 
My fellows had fome heat not wholly pure, 
Fed by a fuel that doth wafte too foon, — 
A flame that rofe and fell with lelTening light. 
Not, as the diamond, blazing unaliay'd. 
In their old world they had the common truft, 
But, as that world retired, their ma;ihood faded. 
The land was loft, the trade-wind fped to weft, 
And they were drifting — into an abyfs 
From whence perchance no wind would ever waft ; 
Behind them all they knew, before them nothing ! 
Hard to inform men what they cannot ken ! 
Who fliall unveil the myftery of faith ? 
But unto me, in fecret, all was well, 
Whilft pointing, furely, to the deftined coaft. 
The needle varies ! whither do they go ? 
A courfe, they fay, where Nature's felf hath doubt ! 
What painful, fweet contention in my foul ! 
Thofe faint, rebellious fpirits, murmuring loud. 
Yet helping forward daily to the goal. 
Threatening to ftay, and do they knew not what, 
Exafperate, fearing that they could not turn. 
Then, on the day of defperation, came 
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The finging-birdSy as heavenly harbingers ! 
And herbage floating from fome neighbouring 

(bore. 
Yet, yet no land — they would no further fail ! 
I told them I was ferving God and Queen, 
And they muft onward with me to the end. 

The light of heaven was in me, and I faw 
A light of earth from forth the latent world ; 
Then faid I, alfo a new world of men. 
Now, God be praifed ! oh, uncompared to- 
morrow ! 
Has other mortal known of fuch to-morrow i 
O nighty no night ! but as a day in heaven : 
The fruiting of a life within the grafp. 
The long, long happy dream^ at laft fulfill'd ! 
At earlieft break of dawn they (houted " land ! '* 
For ever new the day I kifT'd that fhore, 
And thank'd my God, iirft, in my promifed 

world ! 
What? my poor mariners — ^am I a god, 
That ye bow down to me, like them of old 
To Paul and Barnabas ? 

But ftill a king I 
Firft king of beauteous regions unexplored. 
Yet to be peopled in the faith of Chrift 1 
As king of men — a man to rule o'er men : 
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There dwelt in me a foul to reign and rule, 
Albeit perhaps my function was to find. 

In the bafe throng of men, alas ! once more, — 
From out the heaven of hope, to mortal cares, 
Warring, heart-fick, with luft, and pride, and greed. 
Ah, 'mid that low turmoil, I had fome joy — 
Such as to human heart not oft is given 1 
Shall I forget that rapture of my foul. 
From vifions of a virgin world foreknown ? 
A world to me reveai'd, and by me found ! 
The gorgeous birds and flowers, the lufcious fruits. 
The verdant groves refounding with fweet tune. 
Eke, but for man, a heaven terreftrial ! 

That work was done, when to the Eaft again 
I fet my ked : ah, Pinzon, one-time friend ! 
Martin Alonzo, and doft thou for/ake I 
Wouldft thou, indeed, outftrip me in the race. 
And play the herald ? no, that muft not be ; 
Away to Spain ! to Spain, whatever betide. 

Shall I forget that dread, extremeft peril, 
When 'mid the horrors of the raged Atlantic, 
I waver'd in my faith, and, doubtingly, 
My record trufted to the floating cafls, 
Left with me, and my toil-worn mariners,. 
The firftlings of my labours fhould be loft t 
Shall I forget my tremulous content 
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When, next, I faw the Lufltanian king? 
Shall I forget that contraft with black doubt, 
When my return to Palos was acclaim'd ? 
Or, joyful day fupreme ! Columbus call'd 
In honour to the Court ? 

To be a king I 
A royal progrefs had I on that day ; 
Still in mine eyes the figns of welcome glider. 
Still in mine ears the fhouts of welcome ring ! 
And then, the cavalcade through Barcelona ; 
Came forth the chivalry of Spain to greet me — 
A cohort of grandees and caballeros 
Attending me, until the fount of Honour. 
A royal day was that ! myfelf a king, 
And more than king, — a miffion'd prophet-king. 
Under a canopy of gold were feated 
King Ferdinand, and gracious Yfabel. 
They rofe to me as fovereigns to fovereign : 
When I would oiFer homage, me upheld, 
And bade me fit with them, as fhould a king — 
The king of realms more vafl and rich than 

theirs 1 
When I to them my wondrous tale had told. 
They both, in thankful adoration, knelt — 
Due fealty yielding to the King of kings. 
The Te Deum went to heaven, praifing Him, 
Great Giver of the glories of this world. 
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Then fpake I that great vow — to pay to God, 
Out of revenues unto me affigned. 
Suffice the Holy Sepulchre to faye. 

Bright Barcelona ! I behold thee now. 
As then thou wert to me ; thy funny ways. 
Thy pleaiant palaces, with open doors 
To him, the firft of men ; thy windy walls, 
Wa(h*d by the blue Internum, where I rode 
Betwixt the king and prince, as equal man — 
O'erlooking not the providence of God : 
And, happier ftill, where oft-times I converfed 
With the benignant Queen anent the paft. 
And limning the beyond. 

Then had I honour ! 
Then did they give to me a brave efcutcheon, — 
(I pray my heirs will bear it worthily !) 
My own infignia quartered with the King's, 
Caftile and Aragon : 

A Castilla y a Leon 
NvEvo MuNDO Dio Colon. 

Then had I honour ! for the quefting mind. 
Wherever learning grew, was fill*d with joy — 
PofleflT'd with phantoms of new things to be, 
I the ded enchanter ! then they cried — 
^< Praife to Columbus — ^Chriftopher Columbus,— 
He who hath dared to 6ithom the unknown ; 
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To whom was given knowledge paffing knowledge ; 
He who hath found a world ! " 

Again away ! 
With no fcant trappings, but in wealth and power. 
The Sovereigns, Columbus and Fonfeca : — 
Who would have licence let him afk of thefe. 
Then to deny more eafy than to grant ! 
Who could refift thofe high-born, proud hidalgos. 
So fervent to be firft in ways untried I 
I fee thee now, Alonzo de Ojeda, 
Thy prowefs tefting ere the need began. 

A deedy conclave were we in that while : 
The Admiral, De Soria, and Fonfeca, 
Francifco Pinelo, the treafurer, — 
Beginning that which hath a far horizon, 
The prelude planning of a birth of nations. 
My labour great — proportioned to its purpofe ; 
Nor lefs, than to explore the hidden Main 
Where he, Great Khan, and Prefter John held 
kingdom. 

Then was it done ; and in the bay of Cadiz, 
The feventeen caravels, proudly floating, wait, — 
EquippM with all that might attach the Indies, 
And marry well the new world to the old. 
Then gave men reverence to me, and I wended. 
Of fquadron brave ordainM *^ High Admiral." 



136 COLUMBUS JT SEVILLE. 

O funiife &ir ! that gaily feemM to fmile 
Upon the entrance of a world to come : 
The Ifles Canaries — then away, away ! 
Until the iirft-born of the new delight, 
Dominica, and then, amid the Antilles, 
Gladden'd with odorous gales and fylvan (hores ; 
There found the rich anana, and there too, 
As if to match the bitter with the fweet. 
We (aw the limbs of men prepared for food. 
Next, paiT'd uncounted, came the Virgin Iflands, 
And then our new-world home, Hifpaniola ; 
Then reft once more at my La Navidad. 

Reft in unreft ! for henceforth was I (hown 
How this fublunar world with trouble teems 
Wherever man <ioth turn it to his ufes. 
O cherifh'd idols of inventive thought ! 
Are ye to be the origin of painf 
Gone my firft foot-print on the land of promife, 
My fbrtrefs and my garxifon no more ! 
Yet had I hope and courage, and went on ; 
Took firmer ftand, and, on the water'd plain, 
Builded to thee, O Royal Yfabel ! 
The primal city of the new-found world. 
How like a fevcr'd dream the chequer'd days, 
Until again I planted foot on Spain ! 
A vexed dream, of pain and joy and forrow ; 
A tangled web, an incoherent tale. 
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The cry for gold, gold infufficicnt found ; 

The {hips to Spain to fatisfy that call ; 

Dark difcontent of men, who look'd no higher 

Than tranfient enjoyment, yet fulfiU'd 

Their part as inftruments to future good : — 

The plot of Bernal Diaz, well reveal'd : 

And of the joys, I do bethink me now 

Of that entrancing paflage mountains, o'er. 

Great God, I thank thee for that profpect fiiir. 

Which in my foul I think for ever lives : — 

The flower-enameU'd plains, the branching ferns, 

The giant cedars that of ages fpake, 

The towering palms, the rivers, and the birds. 

More gold — and more, unfated ftill my need — 

My need for favour in the eyes of men. 

Found had we not the earthly paradife. 

And bent ourfelves to furnifh it with woe ? 

Behold a problem difficult to folve. 

That grand refults of benefit to man 

Muft the ordeal pafs of (in and pain. 

Then faiPd I forth to Cuba, and, more fouth, 

Firft faw the beauteous land, Jamaica named ; 

And then beheld that labyrinth of iflets 

Like an enchantment the wide fea adorning. 

Henceforth by men entitled "the Queen's Garden," 

(Told of by Mandeville and Marco Polo, 

From the Great Khan, perhaps, not far removed.) 

Yet thefe were days of dolour j for the joys 

T 
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Were nigh outweighted by unceafing trials. 
My much-loved mariners, not as in me. 
With high hopes raifed, — fupernal vifitings, 
Took not ferenely thofe privations dire, 
Hard toil of day, mifgivings of the night, — 
Suftain'd alone by wonder at new things, 
With peril &int, and lacking utmoft faith. 
And I, unftrung, a tranquil Tea attain'd, 
Swoon'd in coUapfe — a ficknefs like to death. 

They bore me to my city — ^as one dead. 
Mine eyes re-opcn'd — oh, unequall'd joy ! 
Angel of Providence, Bartholomew ! 
Whence cam'ft thou, my loved brother? fent from 

God: 
For to my aid thou comeft, when my power 
Is threaten'd ; e'en when Pedro Margarite 
Took (hips and fled, with falfehood, to the throne. 
Be thou Adelantado, rule with me, 
To give me double ftrength* Now God be praifed ! 

Here I recall intrepid, ftrong Ojeda, 
Who feized, with guile, the brave chief Caonabo, 
And brought him^ bound behind him, to the town. 

Then were fome happier days ; the royal pair 
By Torres fent me an approving miffive, 
And, with my dear Bartholomew befide me. 
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I ftrove to form and regulate a State. 
Then, as a king, I ruled, and not in vain ; 
Then gave we battle to the Indian people, 
Who boafted much to drive ns from the land — 
Our little band againft uncounted thoufands ! 
But thou, Ojeda, wert invincible, 
And help'd us much to hold, and to fubdue : 
Then fell the yoke upon them, and henceforth 
Paid they their tribute in the long'd-for gold. 
This breedeth fome compundion in my heart. 
What rights had we above thefe fimple men, 
That we (hould mafter them their curfe to be ? 
May we, for good, caufe any creature pain ? 
It was the will of God, that o'er new lands 
The faith of Chrift (hould fpread ; the cry was 

** gold ;" 
My power was gold, and power muft be maintained. 
To cultured minds, how ftrange a charm hath 

gold! 
Hath not its touching fome Satanic fpell. 
To poifon blood, and make man lefs than man ? 

Now, I remember, I did feel the bite 
Of that arch-traitor, Pedro Margarite. 
His lies had rooted, and their fruit was (hown 
In thee, Aguado, once my favour'd friend. 
Juan Aguado, high commiflioner, — 
Dominion vaunting o'er the Admiral ! 
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Ay, and he had it ; and I gave him place. 
That came a heavy blow, although I knew 
My Grod would give me juftice in this world. 
So thou wilt go, Aguado, back to Spain, 
Back, with the budget of my mifdemeanours ? 
To tell them I have not done what I have, 
To tell them I have done what I have nbt ! 
I will go with thee then, and there confront 
And put to (hame thy foolifli, falfe report. 
My God was gracious to me in that hour, 
And gave to me a boon, by Miguel Diaz, 
No lefs than thofe exhauftlefs mines of Hayna, 
The fame, I think, as onetime Ophir named — 
Sought by king Solomon for the Holy Temple. 

Unjuft reproach 1 that I was alien, — ftranger ; 
How alien, as the wide world's citizen, 
How ftranger, who had brought them wealth and 

fame ? 
The whole earth his one country, man his nation, 
Whofe pure, fole purpofe is to ferve mankind. 
None elfe, I love thee well, my native Genoa, 
E'en with the love a man his mother loves : 
Genoa lafuperba^ Genoa, my firft home! 
City of mountain-fide, and fliips, and palaces. 
City of commerce, and fea-going men. 

God ble(r*d me onward, and defpite the ftorms^ 
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(Which muft be for the things furpaffing man). 
Me gave fafe paflage back to funny Spain. 
My mariners ! would ye your captives flay — 
Sinning for food, your truft in God forgot ? 
The people crowded on to Cadiz bay, 
To fee a fick and forry company. 
In tatter'd guife, with cruel hardfhips worn. 
I went among them, a Francifcan monk. 
Corded, begown'd, and bearded ; was not I 
Reft of my power, my office ftultified. 
By weak Aguado's charter ? therefore now. 
Until reftored, a man unpropertied ? 

That check foon over ; not for long I wore 
The garb of deprivation : on to Burgos; — 
''The Admiral," in lowly gabardine, 
His efcort proud, with gold, and captive men. 
" Columbus welcome ! why this humble mien, 
Art not thou ftill our Admiral, our Viceroy?" 
My grace to thee, O traitorous Margarite, 
And wily Boyle ! fo ended thy deflgns. 

Wife Ferdinand, fweet-fmiling Ifabella ! 
Well did ye eftimate my troublous tale, 
Incline the ear to my prophetic aim, 
And grandly grant equipments for the work. 

Through thee, Fonfeca I Oh, if called to judge 
thee, 
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I would not punifh thee with greater torture 
Than that thou gav*ft my foul by thy delays. 
A biihop hinders what a king commands ! 
Two years of waning life, unfruitful, loft ! 
The rich, far-ftretching Continent unfound. 
Now on the thre(hold of my laft reward. 
Thus — thus to be impeded — it was pain. 

The ftruggle ended ; and again I went ; 
E'en as a greyhound ftraining at the leafh, 
To break the cord, and feize upon the game. 
Here I condemn me that, too much incenfed 
With bafe Fonfeca's minion, Breviefca, 
He following me, with infults, to the ftrand, 
I ftruck the daftard renegade to earth. 
Why, in that lofty moment, did he tempt me 
To loofe on him my pent-up agonies ? 

Forth from San Lucar ! on a new-mark'd courfe y 
Who that the new would gain, muft quit the old. 
One cafk of water left ! but God was with me ; 
And, on that day of need, loom'd Trinidad. 
Then found I Paria, which I think muft be 
Near to, or part of fome far-(preading ftiore ; 
For there are frefliets, as of mighty rivers, 
Whofe fources are not iflands : and I think 
The influences benign that there abound — 
Splendours of earth and iky, exuberant joy, 
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Amid the beaming of unclouded funs, 
Cool'd by foft zephyrs like the breath of heaven, 
Betoken that not far from this was fixed 
The Eden told as man*s firft dwelling-place. 
I fay not but that here the frefliet flows 
PVom out the fountain of the Tree of Life. 

The paft grows dim : God knoweth that hence- 
forward 
I had fuch griefs, to but forget were blifs ! 
They cannot be forgotten, y€t it feems 
That by and bye, in life, accufloms forrow ; 
Emotion dulls, or fweet or four come liker, 
Time, growing dearer, more is part with, us, — 
E'en as ourfelves have largely merged in Time; 
And fo events have l«fs difparity. 
The firft Ingratitude imprefTeth deeply ; 
But after that, all ingrates group in one. 
The early joys had each a feparate being ; 
The later joys blend, like the hues at funfet. 
And vanifh as the letting of the Sum 

Not fo in all, — my -dear Bartholomew ! 
Not fo of meeting thee ; fuch joy as that 
In youth or age alike, flands out alone, — 
Not mixing with the mafs of circumflance. 
And healthful vigour came at feeing thee, 
Adelantado — ever faithful brother. 
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How fores then, in this while, Hifpaniola ? 
Too long detain'd ! a wound too deep for cure. 
Men turbulent, on vicious purpofe bent, 
Broke up the fprings of order, ftood at bay 
Againft authority, and mifchief bred. 
My foul approves that I was merciful. 
And, with much patience, urged them to do well ; 
This know'ft thou, Roldan ; thou, the chief of rebels ! 
But for the juft is juftice ; and I dealt 
Strong-handed juftice to defend the good. 
Wherefore "The Admiral," wherefore made a king, 
If not to govern ? this my tyranny ; 
Bifhop Fonfeca, thou muft know they lied. 
Therefore didft greatly lie, accufing me 
To be unjuft — how greatly ! when they fent 
A Bovadilla to fubvert my power. 

As once to Job, the mefiengers of evil 
To me came, faying, ** He has feized thy houfe. 
Thine ownings plundered, and proclaimed thee felon." 
Is this Columbus, who has found a world — 
Is this Columbus, who expended life 
In long night-watchings, and in irkfome toil, 
To give a wider compafs to mankind ! 
You fee " The Admiral," but he ferves the Crown, 
What wills the Crown, whatever, let that be done. 
Put on the manacles, here, take my hands ! 
And thou too, dear Bartholomew ! come — come ! 



COLUMBUS AT SEVILLE. 145 

To prifon go we, link'd as gallcy-flaves. 

I thought, that Chrift, my Lord, was one time bound, 

With fcorn aflail'd, and flagellate with thongs. 

Thus — thus to Spain, to bay of Cadiz thus ! 

Brought they their Admiral, — Viceroy of a world. 

Then pitiful were they — the men of Spain : 

Columbus pitied ! for Columbus — pity — 

Merciful God ! had I then lived for pity ? 

I thank Thee that my heart could bear that thought. 

Here ftay'd they not, but, zealous, let their pity 

Rife into indignation at my wrongs. 

Then went a (hout of fliame, a horrent cry, 

A found of anger, which, advancing, grew, 

A people's tumult, echoing through the land ; — 

** In manacles the finder of a world !^^ 

The fovereigns heard that cry ! the Queen had 
read 
My letter to a lady of the Court — 
(For fliackled hands may write not to the throne ;) 
Then fent they to me, and I dofF'd my chains 
To put on robes for ftately Granada. 
Some fcanty folace is there in kind words. 
And, recking not of verbal penitence. 
Sincere regrets can falve indignities ; 
But when, at feeing me, the Queen did weep, 
I wept to think thofe eyes (hould weep for me ! 

u 
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gentle Ifabella! noble heart! 

1 blefs my God for ferving fuch an one. 
Then were the fountains of my foul refreih'd, 
And I forgave, — ^God knoweth I forgave, 
Whatever of anguifh from the Queen had fprung. 

Two years they faid — my reinftatement then ! 
Again to common life — it cannot be ! 
For him to whom 'tis given to open out, 
It muft not be, to ftagnate in the found. 
For then I knew, as now, that time is brief, 
And I muft give, with undeclining zeal, 
Life's lateft iflues to the work of God. 
Rounding the ftormy Cape, had not De Gama, 
His nation dower'd with wealthy Calicut ? 
Should I not find, (as ftill I think there is,) 
A ftrait that tendeth to the Indian feas 
From out the ocean where my lands are known. 
And fuperadd unto my vaft new world 
The rich refources of the glowing Eaft ? 

The good day came ; and forth from Cadiz Bay 
Made I fair progrefs to the broad Atlantic ; 
Bartholomew, beft Brother ! Son Fernando ! 
I thank my God who gave, and you preferved ; 
An anxious voyage was it — big with promife. 
And comfort were ye to me in thofe hours. 
Alas ! keen fuiFerings had we, lingering forrows, 
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In perils uttermoft of land and fea ; 
Yet are they fumm'd into a little chapter, 
And I furvey them with an even judgment, 
As doth a watcher looking from the Pharos, — 
All objedb fcanning at a moment's glance. 

A bitter baulk was that, when, feeking haven 
We craved admittance at Hifpaniola ; 
Pompous Ovando ! thou didft well, methinks, 
To turn away the finder of thy land. 
Yet fped we well without thee : and right foon 
The coaft of Terra Firma hail'd once more. 
Then found we Cape Honduras, and I hoped 
Near that peninfula the ftrait defired. 
It is not far, or if no ftrait be there, 
The land is narrow to the Indian feas.^ 

Now, vext with raging ftorms, we found in time 
The wi{hed-for golden fliore Veragua. 
'Twas here Adelantado fearch'd the land. 
And did confirm me in my earlier thought ; — 
This furely is Aurea Cherfonefus. 
Thou didft agree with me, Bartholomew, 
And hadft eftablifh'd here a fettlement, 

' Later difcoveries, and the adoption of ** the Panama 
route," (how this conjecture of Columbus to have been 
prophetic. 
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Save fome mifchance, and ills unparallel'd. 
Back, — back to Spain ; alas ! the ft rait muft be ; 
And men ere long fhall take that ccnixk to Ind. 
God*s will be done ! He lets me mark the way ; 
That whence Columbus turn'd, may others fpeed. 

Lo, then my foul had fuccour, for I faw 
Bright viAons of the night, and heard my God ; — 
" Why fretteft thou, O man, and lofeft heart I 
Are not thy troubles as of man with man ? 
Have not I promifed thou fhalt be fuftain'd ? " — 
At thisj what mattered when the woe befell, — 
My {hips afhore, my faithful company 
Left, unprovided, on the Indian ftrand ? 
Then was it, that, denied fupplies of food, 
God gave me the Eclipfe, and hid the Moon, 
To (how the Indian I muft be preferved. 
Now blefs thee, Diego Mendez, conftant friend, 
That wert the chofen means empower'd by Him, 
My heavenly Father, to go thence and fave. 
Undaunted by one failure, thence again 
This time with brave Fiefco to thine aid. 
Go then canoes, go fragile boats to fea. 
For me the day of miracles furvives ! 
Pafs weary months, pafs quickly in my thought ; 
Months follow months, and yet they will return. 
Ah, Porras ! thou wert one who gave me pain 
By thy defertion in that time of need ; 
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Thou too wert baffled : and the fhips did come. 
Unto God's mercvj not to thy good-will 
Be that afcribed, Ovando \ fo I fail'd 
Once more to mine own city, Ifabella. 
There, with fome tendernefs, fome deference, 
Was I received and fofter'd, and did wait. 
Enough to grieve o'er my perverted plans ; 
To learn of cruel laws I had no power 
To mitigate, to hear of deeds inhuman 
W hich tore my heart to crying — " Not to me, 
Oh Good Creator ! not to me, impute 
Thefe fufferings of thy creatures, — not to me !" 
Ovando, thou did ft fmile, with fome pretence 
Of fairnefs to me ; but thou wert not fair. 
I fear, left thou haft weighted the account 
Which I muft caft with God : may He forgive ! 

In ftorms to Spain : — it feemeth that my life 
Muft end in ftorm ; how can the mind have peace, 
The goal ungain'd, the recompenfe withheld ? 
How reft, whilft, loft my care, the evil rule 
Yet banes Hifpaniola ? profitlefs ! 
My journey to Segovia, for now 
My urgent prayer brings no refponfive tones : 
The Queen is dead ; the Court is dead to me. 
Ah, Ferdinand ! thy chilly, furface-fmiles 
Gave meagre comfort to my yearning foul ; 
What ! thou wouldft grant me titles, properties. 
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In this old world, where I have nothing earn'd, 

Denying me my juft inheritance 

In thofe dominions I have won for thee ! 

Is not the compa3: facred ? thou {halt lofe 

It breaking, more than thou canft rob from me, — 

In forfeit of thine honour among men. 

Thy glory is inglorious, O King ! 

All is in vain ! my letters as my voice : 

Thou too, O friend, Amerigo Vefpucci, 

To right me faileft, though thy heart be true. 

O queenly Ifabella ! funk with thee 
My laft, beft hope : O trueft, higheft friend, 
Thou, firft of women, as the Queen of Spain ; 
Pure pride it is to think thou me didft love 
In like of love wherewith man honours man, 
The flame of friendfhip ; why then art thou gone. 
Why, why evani(h'd ere my tafk is done, 
Me aidlefs leaving ? 

Dear Bartholomew, 
I pray thee to the throne, and plead my caufe : 
Tell Queen Juana how I wait and fade. 
The child of Ifabella will not fail me ; 
She will give ear, and, with a yielding heart. 
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Reftore my dignities. AiTert my claims ! 
Show that I leave her, more than fhe can grant, 
In wealth or titles : tell her I can do 
A work to raife Caftile in might and glory 
Above all earthly kingdoms. 

He is gone ; 
He will achieve his purpofe : not for me, — 
But for my heritage. Increafing tithes, — 
Revenues ftill enlarging — endleffly. 
At Genoa garner'd, fhall the fund augment. 
Which I have fet apart to be applied 
To laft redemption of the facred tomb. 

The body weakens, but the foul is ftrong : 

Soul ! what wilt thou do, fo refolute, 
When left alone, — bereft thy minifter ? 

1 am my foul \ I have not done my work. 
Are there not worlds to find I yet can feek ? 
Have I not knowledge, and the will to 2l& ? 
Such — fuch the ways of God ; and fure it is 
I have been highly favour'd j for to me 
Was given, by faith, perception of fome things 
Not gain'd by human learning ; I forefaw 
Thofe unfeen regions, — as I now forefee 
The heaven whereto I go. Shall I effay 

To teach men uninfpired the graces of 

That Country where the King is juft ; and where 

All promife is fulfill'd ? The kings of earth 
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Owe juftice, and fbould heed this holieft law. 
Of Him, their mighty Prototype, on high. 
Yea, I will praife Him ! for I have been bleflT'd : 
Has not the beam celeftial lit my path ? 
Has not miraculous care o'erfhadow'd me ? 
Have not I heard foft whifpers from the fkies ? 
May I not think of thee, bafe Bovadilla, 
When thou wert loft, and my weak barque was 

fpared ? 
Did I not touch the higheft peak of fame, 
To be down dragged into the pit contempt ? 
Not fo, not fo ! forgive me Thou Moft Good : 
My dreams fublime, and their accomplifhments, 
Have much exceeded all my toils and trials ; 
And onward gaze I, with a truftful heart, 
The outcomes heeding of my mortal life. 
Yea, on thofe fhores, to and through me difclofed, 
Will flourifh puiflant empires, unenflaved ; 
The dark will be illumined, knowledge fpread. 
And His true Faith will permeate that world. 
The land of Heaven is, yet, for me to find, 
And on the Earth to me fhall juftice come ! 
To me will come, and men will fay — ** Columbus." 
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Sleep. 



THIEF of the mind — he, at the term of toil. 
Serpent-like creeps upon the jaded fenfe. 
And, when no longer we can make defence, 
Binds us in death ; anon we crack the coil, 
Frc{h as an amaranth the trickfter foil. 
And, with renafcent courage, chafe him thence ! 
Ah, then eftfoons bis wiles will recommence. 
So of nigh half our days he doth us fpoil. 
O life no life,— O death not death indeed ! 
Is there not Joy unfought, and love unfound— 
Know we all lights and founds in Nature's Hore, 
Do not our thoughts new thoughts for ever 

breed?— 
That, as the dormoufe or the drowfy hound, 
We fleep, and fleep, and fleep, — and wake no more. 
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Silence. 

HUSH — hufli ! it is the charm of nothingnefs,— 
A fweet eftate wherein there is no fweet ; 
A mufic true, though no vibrations beat ; 
A paffive miilrefs, cold and paffionlefs — 
Beftowing not, yet having power to blefs, 
Until, in holy love, we kifs her feet. 
O joy wherein no foul a friend may greet, 
O Thou that giv'ft no comfort in diftrefs, — 
Why do we love thee, Silence ? Art thou then 
The myftic, ghoftly Mother of mankind. 
From forth whofe womb we fprang without a 

throe ? 
To thee refort for reft and peace all men ; 
In thy embrace ferene pure joy they find, — 
Art thou the very Heaven whereto we go ? 
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Silentium nodis. 

VOID — void — all void! the things that were, 
are not — 
I, but as nothing, — with myfelf alone 
In the Still Darknefs : not a ray — no tone 
To tell of being, or of fpace or fpot ; 
No ghoftly glow refulgent, — one black blot 
The face of Nature, and the Sun that fbone ! 
The beauteous Univerfe I once had known 
Loft to the fenfes, as a love forgot. 
Yet — yet I am, and, thinking, fee, and hear 
The tonguelefs voices in their fllent tune. 
And bafk in light that lives beyond the Sun : 
Ah, wherefore is it Darknefs bringeth fear, — 
Wherefore that Stillnefs doth affright fo foon 
The life of Thought, that only hath begun ? 
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Mufic. 

T 70ICE of the Air, if filent; ever near, 
^ That fomewhen inly to the mind doth fpeak, 
And, refonant to them that deftly feek, 
Comeft, at call, from thine aethereal fphere ; 
Music, — Attendant-Angel of the ear, — 
Thou that doft breed oblivion fweet, and eke 
Subdue the ftern, and fufcitate the meek, 
And bring, by fitful change, the fmile or tear, — 
Haft thou not part with the celeftial frame 
Whereto, by hidden ties, the foul is kin ? — 
Thine the one language of the heavenly quire, 
Thine the one utterance to all hearts the fame, 
Whether outfpoken in the thunder-din, 
Or in the fofter accents of the lyre. 
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Aequo Animo. 



HAVE thou content, — are there not men unfed, 
Who wander forth in empty nakednefs, 
No pillow owning for the head to prefs, 
The fky their coverlet, the ground their bed ? 
Are there not thofe that crave no mental bread^ 
Whofe paflive moments no fweet dreamings blefs, 
Whom no love vexeth in a fweet diftrefs, 
Who have no hopes, no yearnings fond, no dread ? 
Have thou content ! — alas, alas ! in vain, — 
Whilft flill I feek, and feeking do not find, 
Whilft afpiration toucheth not the goal, 
Whilft higheft myftcries a blank remain, — 
And our bed gainings are not of a kind 
To fatisfy the hunger of the foul. 
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Sight. 



IF ftill, with clofed eyes, I fee thy face, 
What is it but thine imprefs on my mind ? 
And though, henceforth, I were for ever blind, 
Thofe lineaments mine inner fight would trace : 
Or if on earth no more thou holdeft place. 
To me unveiled beam thy features kind. 
Brought by a force that cerements cannot bind ! 
Or from the world terrene, or aether fpace 
Thou comeft at the bidding of my will. 
Shall not I love thee ever, and thou me ? 
Art thou not calling when far thee I call ? 
O friend beloved, whom death doth not kill. 
Come to my vifion — wherefoe*er you be, 
To fbow me abfence is not death in all. 
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Analogy. 



TXT" AS it a dream — that keen undoubting joy, 
^ ^ Which I, but now, as if for aye, did know ? 
Was it a dream — the vifion that did glow 
In light that light itfelf doth not deftroy ? — 
Was it a dream, that did my foul annoy 
With anguifli of unutterable woe ? — 
Was it a dream, that in my mind did grow. 
And every fubtlety of thought employ ? 
Kin of my heart ! real things, the loved and loft, 
How come ye to me, and again forfake ? 
(As waifs from out the fea of Time uptoft,) 
Do ye in dreamland habitation make ? 
Were ye then dreams, that bitter tears have coft ? 
Is fuch the life wherefrom, at death, we wake ? 
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Myftic Harmonies. 

SOM EWHILES, when into vacancy I gaze. 
And feem bereft of life, or rapt in thought, 
My foul is with divineft mufic fraught, — 
Soft accents hearing of celeftial praife ! 
In notes unwritten, and in wordleis lajrs. 
Anthems are finging to me, all unfought, — 
Each time I liften new vibrations caught, — 
Till I in joy am loft, and fweet amaze. 
Whence are ye then, ye tones of heaven ? for fure 
Ye are not vifitings of human kind ; 
Are ye embalmed memories, fublimed ? 
Or, of the hereafter, do ye come to lure 
My foul from fenfuous feekings unrefined, 
With ftrains fupernal by the Angels chimed ? 
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Fame and Immortality. 

WHAT being haft thou, much defired Fame, 
That men fhould immolate themfelves to 
thee ? 
Art thou indeed an immortalitie, 
Or only what thou feem'ft ? a name — a name ! 
Art thou in one, a glory and a fhame, 
So to be lauded unto extafie, — 
And yet be but the mind's infirmitie, 
The caufe of folly, and the fource of blame ? 
Speak, fpeak ! my heart, is there not fomething 

more 
Than reputation, that true fame can give, — 
Some prize for which ambition is not crime ? 
Ah ! is it nothing, when the world is o'er. 
To reign in mortal bofoms, and to live 
In ceafelefs echoes to the end of time ! 
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Peace. 

PEACE is to man not peace, but torpid foul, 
IdleflTe corporeal, or a mental fleep. 
It is to be as happy as the fheep. 
Supine, contented with an earthy dole. 
Alas, alas ! how fball my heart control 
The ftrong unreft, that doth with doubting keep ? 
Difquietude, amid compunSions deep, — 
Attaining to fo little of the whole ! 
Of Heaven is peace ! — Oh, funny, ripply fea 
Withouten fhore : — till then the normal ftrife. 
Of falfe and true — the conteft, ceafeleflly, 
Againft the wrongs wherewith the world is rife ; 
The ftruggle of the Confcience with the Me : — 
Peace is the ftagnant pool, the rivulet is Life ! 
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Double Life. 

BLENT in one mortal life, there are two lives ; 
One is a life of toil, and trick, and gain, 
A life of meagre pleafure, {hallow pain, 
Along a miry courfe, as Mammon drives i 
A life that after the Material ftrives, 
Up-building works that, for a while, remain, 
In heaps of gold, or monuments as vain, 
To be but nothing when the end arrives ! 
The other life is that of heart and foul. 
Of pailion, and of poetry, and fong ; 
Of depths and heights of forrow and of mirth -, 
It brings no profit, as it hath no goal. 
And, though it all doth unto earth belong, 
Subfifts but in oblivion of the Earth. 
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On the South Downs. 

A SONG to thee, O Nature ! whUft the hills 
My (enfes render fulleft fympathy ; 
Above the world of men, and blent in thee, 
A joy that is thy joy my bofom fills. 
And I claim (bnfliip, mindlefs of '' the ills 
That flefh is heir to ;" nought is now to me 
Than the primeval fward, and fky, and Tea, 
Boundleis — as thy companionfhip inftils. 
O Mother Nature, take my heart in thine ! 
O Mother Nature, I in thee am loft ! 

Mother Nature, take me as thy child ! 
Why know I this fublimity divine. 

If not from thee ? me take at any coft ! 

1 had not loved fo, if thou hadft not fmiled. 
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St. Preux. 

LOVE came and fpake to me, *^She is thy 
mate ; " 
I faid, ** O Love, how will fhe know 'tis fo ? " 
Whereat, all fuddenly, the paf&onate throe 
Flooded my heart, and certified my fate. 
" Ah," quoth I, " be fhe heedlefs, I will wait. 
Until her pulfes, beating faft or flow. 
At tone or touch, in time with mine fhall go, — 
Until, together, gain we Heaven's gate." 
Sweet, gentle Fawn ! caught in the filken fnare, — 
Unconfcious how it wound about her charms ! — 
She whifpered " nay," admoniihed me, " beware," 
Then lent her fpirit unto foft alarms. 
And then, — ^when only left for me to dare, — 
Murmured *' I love," and melted in my arms. 
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Abelard. 

ISA W, and loved, — ^love, ¥rith no refpite, told ; 
She anfwer'd, '^ Leave me ! for thy (peech is 
rude;" 
I, unabalhed, in love's beatitude. 
Knelt to her, heart to heart, and cried, '^ Behold, 
Mine is true-love, oh, let me thee enfold ! " 
She (aid, *^ I pray thee rife, nor me delude. 
All I can give thee, is my gratitude, — 
Nay, nay, I love thee not ! thou art too bold." 
Then fpake I, '^ I am ftrong, thou (halt not go ! 
I read thine anfwer in thofe eloquent eyes. 
E'en while thy ruddy lips do fay me * no,' — 
Thy foul eleds me, as thy tongue denies." 
" Ah, wherefore," figh'd (he, *' doft thou urge me 

fo! 
Is it then Love, that bade me tell thee lies ?" 
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Ninon, 

HAVE I not held dominion ? — fay I, whence ? 
Truly I know not, but the fweet efFefil 
That men become my flaves. I can eleft 
Unto the higheft heaven of foul and fenfe 
Him whom I deem fo worthy. Or pretence, — 
When Love not lights his torch, will none rejeft 
This, this my fovereignty, — ^whilft ftill bedeckt 
In Beauty's gifts, to yield them recompenfe. 
My flowing hair, — my never-failing eyes, — 
Eyes that could conquer when I near'd fifteen, 
Charms that could madden to be fool, the wife : 
Muft — muft they wither ? muft I quit the fcene 
Defpair to think ! — my fpirit brave, replies 
" Yet, by thy magic, flialt thou reign — their 
queen ! " 
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Cathedral of Cordova. 

As in a foreft feemiiig infinite^ 
A portal and an altar everywhere. 
The foul is moved to lofty thought, and prayer 
Unto the Omniprefent One of might, 
So had the pious Moflem purpofe right, 
Who did at Cordova this temple raife ; 
For when he wander'd in the vafty maze 
Of columns rich, in every hue bedight, 
He knew no fpot where he muft offer praife, 
Nor where he laft was proftrate, nor the door 
Wherethrough he gain'd the labyrinthine floor — 
Unnoting which, among the nineteen ways ; 
Nor found he there incitement to adore, 
Than as the thankful heart its homage pays. 

Between Sevilla and Badajoz. 
4/^ May J i860. 
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Lincoln Cathedral. 

T'VE feen the Lyncolne Mynfter, on the hill 
-*- Which, for deep centuries, it hath ycrown'd j 
And, in beholding, fuch delight have found 
As our forefathers' pious minds did fill. 
At the evolving from a fervent will 
A work yet onwards, endleflly, renown'd. 
^Ethereal Fancy ! thou art here unbound, 
Roving from human deeds of fubtile fkill. 
Pillar and lancet-arch and tracery rare, 
Proportion whofe perfection bears a fpell. 
The votive chapels, proofs of holy care. 
With roof by worthy Willfon carved well. 
Unto the deftination of my prayer, 
Where our great God, beneficent, doth dwell. 
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Richmond Hill. 

T¥7 AKINGy I fiiw a valley far and wide 
^ * Outfprcad beneath, the vifion of my dream ; 
It was of Earthy yet not of Earth did feem — 
None having mark of toil ; on every fide 
Fair mead and foreft lay, in verdant pride. 
And, as a pearl 'mid emeralds, a ftream. 
O'er whofe broad face the glorious Sun did gleam. 
Athwart meandering did calmly glide : 
No pain was there, no falfe exciting charm. 
But joy ferene that might eternal be, — 
Whereat much wond'ring, I iniJMred did rife 
Into a phrenzy, and with fweet alarm 
Knew I beheld the long-famed Arcadie, 
Phantafin of Heaven, type of paradiie. 
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Ordination. 

THIS day, O friend, is thy life's purpofe 
changed ^ 
For thou art choien from the fons of men 
In the great caufe to labour ; back agen 
To call an errant nature, long eftranged 
From primal ftate of virtue, and deranged. 
Until, as things diverfe, the Now and Then. 
Be brave of heart, and voice, and fertile pen ; 
Words will not waver whilft for aye unchanged. 
The promifes of Him who faileth not. 
Before thy mental viiion will uprife 
Fulfilments, that the name of Sin outblot -, 
The tale of evil will provoke furprife ; 
Reftored is Man, and Earth a heavenly fpot ! 
Behold the end whereat God's agent tries. 
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Photography, 

1842. 

BY title new, for added gift, O Light ! 
We now fhall praife thee. Limner at our will 
Of all thou doit irradiate, with ikill 
Surpaffing far the emulative flight 
Of human aim ; for the difcriminate might 
Of Nature's hand thy purpofe doth fulfil. 
Ye, Porta, Galileo, Newton, if that ftill 
For earth ye care, are fharing our delight — 
From pride eftranged, yet glad that thus your toil 
Hath glorious fruiting ! and ye, of to-day. 
Who, tracking onwards through the tangled coil 
Of philofophic truth, now with them may 
Claim brotherhood, — ^nor fhall your luftre foil, 
NiEPCE, and Daguerre, and Talbot, and 
Claudet ! 
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Wellefley. 

T^RIEND, I poffefs with joy a Gift^ moft rare, 

^ A ftring of gems the luftrous thoughts of one 

Great in all difficult things, — a mental Sun 

Where'er he glances gilding i and my care 

Shall be to prize it juftly, and compare, 

Till, like the fkill*d Anatomift, I've won 

The full idea from fragment feen, and fpun 

From its fweet poefy, conception fair — 

A noble Mind ; at which I'll gaze and gaze, 

Intent by fympathy to emulate, 

Praying, all men may, in the latter days, 

Afpire unto fuch high and glorious ftate s 

And, in mine age, I'll lift the young men's praife, 

Whilft of his Gift, and Wellettey, I prate. 

> ''Primitiac et Reliquis,"* 1840 — then firft publiihed, and 
fent by the Marquefs Wellefley to the author. 



176 



John Britton, 

The Antiquary, on his Birthday: age 70. 

7TH July, 1841. 

WELL it befeetns thee, Britton, to have gain'd 
Fulnefs of years ; the Paft doth honour thee, 
As thou the paft haft honoured ; thou {halt be 
A long, long age in memory retain'd, 
With thofe ftone deeds whofe glories have remain'd, 
And hallow'd now by *^ hore antiquitie," 
As is the ftorm-enduring Druid tree, 
Or echoing aifle, with ftoried windows ftain'd. 
Ancient of days, but aye a boy in heart. 
Still hoping on, with fympathies unfpent. 
Example to the Apathift, thou art ! 
Would that thy frame might fitly reprcfent 
Thy fpirit's freflinefs ! then fhould ills depart. 
And the grey tyrant, Time, for once, relent. 
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Frederick William Robertfon, 

Minister of Trinity Chapel, 
Brighton. 

Written 15th Auguft, 1853 — the day of his death. 

SO might it feem — now the brave voice is ftill 
For ever, and the noble heart at reft — 
That, as a planet leaveth in the weft 
No trace of the bright courfe it did fulfil, 
Thy life, dear Robertfon ! no deeds of fkill 
In marble, or in gaudy pigments dreft, 
Nor folios, thy labours to atteft, 
No monuments to mark thine earneft will :^ 
Of the Unfeen — unfeen, unwrought, fublime, 
Thy work is woven in the Spirit of Man ; 
Deep meanings of the Mediatorial plan 
Told by thy eloquent tongue's euphonious chime ; — 
Hufli ! the truth-tones that ringing voice began 
Are echoing onward through the waves of Time 

> Nothing of any importance, of Mr. Robertfon's writings, 
had then been publiihed. 
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Sortain. 

After hearing him Preach. 

TF I might envy, it fhould be, Sortain, 

^ Thine heritage of intellcftual joy ; 

For well I know that in this world's annoy 

All other harbourage compares in vain : 

Sweet are thefe earthlings ! but or fliine, or ^ain. 

Each in fruition breedeth its alloy ; 

Hourling delights, born to themfelves deftroy ! 

How would we have the mutable remain f 

Oh ! to forget them all, and, rapt, to lofe 

Senfe of mortality ; a while to rife 

Into fublimer being — as the dews 

'Twixt Earth and Heaven, gaining dim furmife 

Of what, unflefli'd, we may be ; this endues 

Man like a god — this doft thou realize. 
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Jofeph Hunter. 

Keeper of the Public Records. 

STUDENT for love, a quiet-thoughted man, 
Thine is it, Hunter, to live luftrous hours 
Of gentle brooding o'er the Mufes' dowers, 
And, humbly erudite, the text to fcan ; 
Rapt with immortal memories, holier than 
All the tame Prefent ifiues and devours. 
Thy fpirit haunteth the Elyfian bowers 
Among the minds which, ages gone, began : 
From doubt reft facred thine hypothefes ! 
An honeft will is all this world may own ; 
But in that life, where Truth hath no degrees, 
Thou'lt prove the dear conjedlures thou haft known. 
And fee them clear, with mightier myfteries, 
Each to its (hape immutable ygrown. 
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T. J. Judkin. 



TUDKIN of fitnple heart, who, in one name. 
Joins paftor, poet, painter — in one age 
Blends the feven ages, or a Child, or Sage, 
As mood may vary ; how, anon, (hall fame 
Reward thee, or thy worthy works proclaim ? 
Will (he thy fermons vaunt, of holy rage 
And voice of ftentor, or thy metred page 
Of Hymn or Sonnet ? or thy pencil's aim, 
To reproduce the grace the poet fees — 
(The pi£ture of his mind to other's eye :) 
What matters ! if in each a man doth well. 
Whether he fought by rivers, rocks and trees, 
Or by the word of truth he could out-tell. 
Or poet's fong, God's name to magnify ? 
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Edward Lumley. 

PERFECT exemplar of the London man, 
True cockney, and true Englifhman withal, 
A Chriftian too, we may thee juftly call, 
Albeit devoted worfhipper of Pan. 
Double-lifed Lumley ! 'plaining of the ban 
Of ftreet-incarceration, whilft the thrall 
Upon thy body, cramps thee not at all. 
Nor narrows thy thought's compafs by a fpan. 
Duty claims facrifice ; yet thy full foul, 
Nurtured in hopes and high imaginings. 
No portion lofeth of its earthly joy, 
Strayeth, 'mid prairies green, from pole to pole. 
And, fcaling Heaven with cherubic wings, 
Feeds on delights unreal, which do not cloy. 
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To Sir Robert Peel, 

After his Speech on Free-Trade in Corn, 

22 Jan. 1846. 

NOW feeth the world a high-exampled good,- 
Power confeffing error ; onward. Peel ! 
Blu(h not thou if humanity reveal 
Its native weaknefs, (which to have withftood 
Were vice beginning ;) let no fpecious hood 
Be Truth's obfcurer ; ever when we kneel, 
Greateft we are ; who to the right is leal, 
Guidance divine hath in Thought's mazy wood. 
Honour to him, diftinguifh'd by no deed 
Which ftemm'd the flowing of progreflion's tide 
To vaunt him on the eddy ; who did heed 
" The voice of Grod,"* beyond deluiive pride, 
And all learnt wifdom. He fhall have his meed, 
Though glib debaters of a day, deride. 

* Vox populi, &c. 
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The Mutiny in India. 

JUST Gody my country's ftricken heart Thou 
know'ft — 
With woe too terrible for tongue to frame ! 
Her brave ones' agonies, her daughters' fhame. 
Her innocents' torture, by the hellifh hoft 
Of Vifhnuy and that prophet falfe whofe boaft 
Is countlefs murder; — and Thou knoweft our blame, 
In that Thy truth we falter'd to proclaim, 
Truth which had faved in dangers uttermoft. 
Yet not in vain the martyrs ! not in vain 
Their death-prayers changed to everliving fongs ; 
Not void the defolation, nor the pain 
Of thoufand treacherous and ingrate wrongs : 
For that the Truth may thence through Ind obtain. 
Strike Thou to Whom requital fit belongs ! 

7th Nov. 1857 (the day of humiliation). 
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Delirant Reges/ 



"— tf^ hiecfe 
Komanus Graiufque ac barbarus induperator 
Erexit,^^ — ^Juvenal, x. 137. 

HAIL I vidlor Emperor ; thou, once k king, 
Would'ft be uplifted to tranfcendent ftate, 
Dare to imperfonate the part of Fate, 
And on thy foe humiliation bring. 
And Nemefis hath heard thee pray and fing. 
And given thee glory that doth ante-date 
A glory ending in unending hate — 
In tales of woe that (hall through ages ring. 
Picilefs exercife of garnered power, — 
To harry helplefs creatures here and there ! 
Robbery made righteous by the rules of war, 
And death to all who did not bafely cower ! 
Homefteads afire, — fear, famine and defpair ! 
Such was the coft, — and thou art Emperor. 

* " Sluidquid detirant reges pleSuntur AchiinJ*" 

HoR. Epp, i. 2. 14. 

March, 1871. 
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Benigna. 

O LOVELY lady, of the radiant mien, 
Thine afpeS is a book of gentle joy, 
A fweet-toned happinefs, without alloy, 
A lake of waters clear in placid fheen. 
It feemeth to me that, like Nature's Queen, 
Thou doft an holy influence employ, 
The haughty quelling, comforting the coy, 
And making all things, with thyfelf, ferene. 
Ah ! furely, in thine angel-face we fee, 
Unfaded, the Divine fimilitude ; 
Juft as in Eve, ere of the fatal tree 
She tailed, — erewhen Evil's darkfome brood 
Had, in the ceafelefs ftruggle, fmfully, 
Difplaced the lineaments with fingers rude. 
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Tones to the Abfent.' 

MARY, miftruft not ; wake the charmed tone. 
Strike, ftrike ! the chords that are too fweet 
for vexing ; 
Let thine Attendant-Spirit, elfe unknown. 
Speak with the voice whofe Aillnefs is perplexing ; 
Dread not the abfence of the ears that were. 
Open that heart which will not bear confining. 
And there (hall iffue forth a holy prayer 
Of heavenly mufic, with thy thoughts combining; 
More true than words, or wail of mortal breath, 
Were Mufic for thy forrow's full expreflion. 
For it is abler to difcourfe with Death, 
Than any language in the world's pofleflion ; 
Court then, oh love ! the fpeech which no words 

needeth, 
The fubtile tongue, whofe heft the Unfeen heedeth ! 



' To a young lady who avoided mufic after the death of 
her &ther. 
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Now and Then.' 

SOy lady, in the haven of thy will, 
Meeting dear facrifice with calm contentment, 
Doft thou thine earthly deftiny fulfil, 
Thyfelf bereaving 'gainft thy heart's aiTentment. 
Unto the Future art thou hence allied 
By her, in grace and good, from thee proceeding, 
And though the prefent fade, all rainbow-dyed 
'Twill hold a blifsful charm in its receding. 
From the mind-treafures of the joyant years. 
Fancy will reproduce thine own fweet fpringing, 
E'en that thou fcarce {halt ken, 'Cwixt fmiles and 

tears, 
If then, or now, the merry bells are ringing ; 
But, as the fun another clime adorning. 
Merge into one, the evening and the morning. 

' At the marriage of the only child of a dying widow. 



The Dirge of Man. 



The Dirge of Man. 

WE live to learn, and learn to live, 
We know, nor longer guefs and try ; 
Our knowledge henceforth we outgive — 

But we muft die. 

We fee, and now can rightly fee, 
No more deluded by the eye ; 
Sight ! thou henceforth our guide couldft be- 
But we muft die. 

We hear, and feparate word from wit, 
Nor take for truth what is a lie ; 
Ear ! be henceforth our counfel fit — 

Ah ! we muft die. 

Time, we did treat thee with difdain, 
And let the hours, unnoted, fly *, 
Now prize thee we, O Time, in vain ! 

For we muft die. 
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Spring, thy ecftatic influence 
To life renews, we care not why. 
The juvenefcent foul and fenfe — 

But we muft die. 

Summer, thy genial, funny hours 
Returning, ftill the paft outvie ; 
And brighter, brighter, bloom thy flowers ! 

But we muft die. 

Autumn, thy tints, thy leflTening day. 
Thy faddening eve, and reddening fky. 
Still charm us more the more we ftay — 

But we muft die. 

Winter, thy cold our fpirit warms, 

Thy reft, our reft doth typify. 

And we have grown to love thy ftorms^; 

But we muft die. 

Ye verdant plains, ye branching trees 
That oft with rapture we defcry, 
More, and ftill ever more ye pleafe — 

But we muft die. 

Ye pretty flowers that deck the mead 
And move our hearts to glorify, 
More, more do we your beauty heed — 

But we muft die. 
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Ye elements that fla(h and roar, 
Andy godlike, each to each reply. 
More, more we wonder and adore-— 

But we mufl die. 

O Nature, mother Nature ! thou 
Once moved men thee to deify ; 
We feel our kindred with thee now — 

But we muft die. 

Dear friends ! we mifs'd you when ye fled, 
Diftrefs and time did us ally ; 
Time ! thou couldft fubftitute the dead — 

But we muft die. 

And ye, our loved companions yet, 
Whofe conftancy can Time defy; 
Time doth increafing love beget — 

But we muft die. 

Children beloved ! our hope and care 
Since when ye could but laugh and cry; 
Our friends to be ! — but otherwhere — 

For we muft die. 

Sweet confidence I fo fweet to know, 
Sweet trufty we'll win thee by and bye. 
And trufted, fweetlier, truft beftow — 

But we muft die. 
cc 
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Much that we knew not how to love, 
Regarding not when it was nigh, 
We covet now all elfe above — 

But we muft die. 

Oft-feeing fome aiFe£lion brings. 
We prize what Time doth ratify, 
And grow to love familiar things — 

But we muft die. 

We've laboured much, our deeds are known. 
Perchance our work doth iru&xfy ; 
Now might we reap where we have fown — 

But we muft die. 

For thee, O Fame ! we could endure 

To be interpreted awry ; 

Now are we righted, and fecure — 

But we muft die. 

For wealth, the need of polifli'd life. 
We did in much ourfelves deny ; 
Eafe, now, fucceeds the money-ftrife — 

But we muft die. 

Sweet the appliances of wealth, 
When life is frefli, and hope is fpry 5 
Of fickly zeft in ageing health : — 

And we muft die. 
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The talents in us, little prized 

Whilft with our compeers we would vie ; 

If late, the world hath recognized — 

But we muft die. 

Honours are ours and high eftate, 
Our name men now much magnify ; 
Is it in fcorn they make us great, 

When we muft die ? 

O Reputation ! canft thou not 
Our joy and flrength revivify ? 
Or, lagging long, thou hadft forgot 

That we muft die. 

Experience, trial, habitude. 
Tend much our lives to Amplify ; — 
We have, by ufe, the world fubdued — 

But we muft die. 

Now, apt in all that fkill may teft. 
Or if we wits or fingers ply. 
We joy that fldll to manifeft — 

But we muft die. 

Intricate, difficult, abftrufe, — 
Thefe yearly lefs to us apply; 
Pra£Uce ihould henceforth profper ufe — 

But we muft die. 
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Some fond idea whereto we've wrought ^ 
Through weary years with many a figh. 
Is, now, to full fruition brought — 

But we muft die. 

Loft opportunity we grieve, 
Beft noting what hath pafled by ; 
May we not now the loft retrieve ? 

No, we muft die. 

A&s have we done, when lacking light, 
Refulting much to mortify ; 
Henceforth they fliall be done aright ! 

No, we muft die. 

In outward things what firft appears 
We fcan, compare and redify ; 
Then tafte the beautiful endears — 

When we muft die. 

Loved knowledge I ours by fweat of brain. 
It feems that thou art ours for aye ; 
Poor tree ! will not thy fruit remain. 

Though thou muft die ? 

Pile truth on truth, from age to age, 
Let knowledge mount from high to high \ 
Oh, then, we might indeed be fage ! 

But we muft die. 
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Alas ! to each, alone, has worth. 
Experience that life muft buy — 
Small part whereof we leave on earth. 

When we muft die. 

Wifdom may come, not lightly given, 

But hard to gain, elufive, (hy, 

Is won by thofe who well have ftriven, — 

When they muft die. 

Philofophy hath viftas fair, 
Wherethrough new wonders we efpy ; 
To us their fequence is defpair — 

For we muft die. 

• 

O Fount of language, fpringing new. 
Whence comes thine affluent fupply ? 
Is, then, thy fource exhaufted too 

When we muft die ? 

Why, why, O Tongue, thy wealth of words, 
The viewlefs Soul to fignify? 
Is thine the miffion of the birds 

That fing, and die ? 

Memory — the long, inftru£tive paft. 
Hath made thee Reafon's beft ally, 
And, now, a treafury rich and vaft ! 

But we muft die. 
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Ye tracklefs fubtleties of thought. 
That dare beyond our world to pry, — 
Your ftriving fhall not be for nought ! 

Though that we die. 

From whence ye came, thereto ye go — 
The Me, diveft' of mortal tie ; — 
The very Self we beft fhall know 

Though that we die. 

Oh, higheft Thought ! Oh, impulfe true. 
That doft the higheft thought imply ; 
Our Father God — and life anew. 

Though that we die. 

Our Father God ! enough to think, — 
Enough all thought to fatisfy, 
And mortal to immortal link, 

Though that we die. 

O Thou moft Wife, the fingle Good ! 
Thy Work may not Thy work decry ; 
For all, we owe Thee gratitude, 

Moftf when we die. 
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The Tercentenary. 

STRATFORD-UPON-AVON, 

23RD April, 1864. 



The Tercentenary. 



A FESTAL SONG. 



JUST three centuries agone 
Was our gentle Shakefpcare born, 
And we hail his natal morn. 

Shall we then Forbear to fing 
What the centuries do bring i 
Shall we, tbanklefsly, forget 
An accumulated debt f 
Rather let us all confcfs 
Our unfumni'd indebtednefs. 
Let us turn from work to play, 
And in joy keep holiday : 

For, three centuries agonc 

Was our gentle Shakefpeare born. 

And we hail his natal morn. 
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Cometh Spring for hope and mirth. 
In the Spring exulteth Earth, 
Spring gives all the world is worth, 
Jocund Spring gave Shakefpeare birth ! 



With his primal, pureft ray, 
Phcebus beam'd upon the day ; 
Then in glory forth he came. 
Putting leiTer lights to (hame, 
Like our Shakefpeare by his fame. 
Avon's banks are greeneft green, 
Avon fmiles in filver iheen ; 
Stratford town this day is glad, 
Streets in boughs and banners clad ; 
Hour of mortal waking brings 
Sights and founds of joyful things ; 
All people dreft 
In gayeft beft, 
The church-bells ring, 
Lads and laflfes flng, 
The birds are carolling — 
Earth is bleft ! 



For, three centuries agone 

Was our gentle Shakefpeare born. 

And we hail his natal morn. , 
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II. 

Now, mufter'd in the Civic Hall, 
The votaries obey the call 
Of Flower, Mayor of Stratford hight, 
Stalwart, portly man of might, 
Flower, of ample beard white : 

Round him and Carlifle they gather — 
Mayor and Prefident together \ 
Carlifle, him Green Erin's king. 
Poet-love doth hither bring, — 
Carlifle, who himfelf doth fing i 
Round him throng the devotees, 
Marking Shakefpeare's effigies ; 
Round him lovingly they prefs. 
They whom Sympathy doth blefs \ 
Flower lifts his ftentor voice, 
** All be welcome ! all rejoice ! 
Lo ! our revels are begun, 
Let us forth to feaft and fun." 



Shade of Shakefpeare, 

I am here, I am here 
In aether fphere. 
As aether clear ; 
I am near you, 
See you, hear you ; 
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Me you not efpy. 

But I am all eye ; 

Me you not hear, 

But I am all ear ; 

And though you not hear 

Through the way of the ear, 

I am whifp'ring to you, 

Faffing through you ; 

Everywhere 

I am there ! 



III. 

Now the foul of Stratford fmiles, 
Shakefpeare now the hour beguiles* 
Ring out merrily, merrily chime, 
Bells that rang in Shakefpeare's time ; 
Ring out merrily, jubilant ring, 
Bells that did to Shakefpeare iing ; 
Ring out, bells, and ringing tell 
" Here the bones of Shakefpeare dwell :" 
Ding dong ding, and dong ding dong, 
So to Shakefpeare was your fong. 
Deck'd with medal and rofette, 

Not unwillingly difplay'd. 
Every man doth care forget, 

Every matron, every maid. 

Walks in love with Shakefpeare's fhade. 
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To the foremoft favour'd fpot 
Where our Shakefpeare was begot ; 
Where, when Nature him had won. 
She beftow'd her darling Ton ; — 
To the little chamber, bleft 
More than palace golden-dreft ; 
To the fchool-room, where he caugh 
More of knowledge than was taught ; 
To the precindb let us hie 
Where he dwelt, where he did die ; 
To the church, where prayer he faid. 
Where he now lies buried j 
To bright Avon's graffy banks, 
Confcious of his boyiih pranks ; 
Tread the fward his foot hath preft. 
Green, as it his tread confeft ! 

By the fame ftream 

That on him did gleam ; 

In whofe cool wave 

He oft did lave ; 

Whofe glafly face 

His form did trace, — 

O river ! we implore 

That reflex us reftore ! 
To the meadows' chequer*d (hade. 
Where he ponder'd, where he play'd i 
Lift to Philomela, fprung 
PVom the quire that to him fung ; 
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Then unto the ftreets agen, 
Where he took his note of men. 



IV. 

Ho ! to the banquet, in a tent 
Raifed for this high tournament ; 
Grandly circled, and array'd 
With the proverbs Shakefpeare faid, — 
Through the roof the funbeams ftreaming^ 

Glancing, glancing here and there. 
As their prefence was befeeming. 

Gleaming, dancing through the air ; 
Ranged at tables gaily fet. 
Pilgrims nigh eight hundred met, — 
Ladies fair, and men of thought. 
In one love together brought. 
Shall they not, in genial mind, 
Blefs the blefier of their kind ? 
Shall they not, in Shakefpeare's vein. 
Loving cups to Shakefpeare drain ? 
Carlifle, leader of the feaft. 
He, the feftival's high prieft. 
Has the duty to proclaim 
Homage unto Shakefpeare's name. 
For three centuries agone 
Was our gentle Shakefpeare born, 
And we hail his natal morn. 



cc 
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As a poet well may prate 
Of a poet much more great, 
Carlifle fpake, and, full of glee, 
Shout the merrie companie, 
" Shakefpeare's honoured memorie ! " 
Yet a fhout ! and, in the clang, 

Avon's bard '' the minftrels fang. 



Shade of Shakefpeare. 

I am near you, 
Near you, 

See you, hear you ; 

I have been at a feaft. 

Nor laft nor leaft : 

I forget not, 

I regret not ! 
Drink I not, and yet I drink 
In a way you do not think ; 
Eat I not, and yet I eat 
What is better than your meat. 
Tafte your viands, fip your wine. 
All you do this hour is mine ; 
In your cup my fpirit enters. 
In each foul my fpirit centres ; 
All you drink, and all you eat. 
With my fympathy complete. 
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Flower told of greeting fent 
From the German continent ; 
From &r Mofcow's domes and fpires 
Through the telegraphic wires. 
Houghton for the poets fpake, — 
For his own and brothers' fake : 
Crefwick fignalized the fame 
Of his great fore-runner's name. 
Sound the trumpet ! minftrels (ing, 
*' Hail the Thefpian poet-king ! " 
From the dais Carlifle fped, 
And the votaries followed. 

Under Cynthia's fmile they rambled, 
At the Pyrotechny fcrambled, 
Saw that rocket and balloon, 
Minifh'd quicker than the Moon ; 
Rambled, yielding to the whim, 
'* Here the moon fo fliined on him ; — 
Soothes his fpirit, too, the light 
*Us doth tranquillize to-night?" 

V. 

'Tis the Sabbath : fair the day ; 
Now we fhall with Shakefpeare pray. 
To the church the votaries fpeed. 
Space the Gothic fane doth need. 
Trench, the critic-bifhop, rifes, 
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Gives a fermon of furprifes ; 

For he took their hearts along 

Lefs with fermon than with fong ; 

More than fermon them to tell 

All that Shakefpeare had done well ; 

And to pi6lure what we owe, 

In our joy or in our woe, 

Shed throughout our mortal fpan, 

To the poet- friend of man. 

Near thofe hallow'd reliques ftanding. 

Tone and attitude commanding, 

Well the Preacher then doth preach, 

Much to charm and much to teach. 

Shade of Shakefpeare, 

I am the air 
Of this Houfe of Prayer ; 
You have well faid, 
I am comforted. 

I blefs you. 
Enfold you, carefs you. 
Sweet to me the praife 
Touching my mortal days ; 
For my light, now fo bright, 
Blinks not my fight 
To my earth-born darknefs ; 

I am well beftead 
To be fo interpreted ; 

E £ 
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I left you my beft. 
You hold the bequeft. 
In your love I have reft. 



Now to Avon's banks away, 
Where was Shakefpeare wont to ftray ; 
Or, in fmoothly gliding boat, 
Floating where our Bard would float ; 
Fancying, as we gently row. 
We with him a-fifbing go ; 
Or to grafly pathways yonder. 
Where on Sunday he would wander. 
Pacing on with quiet feet. 
Loft in contemplation fweet. 

Stiwn of Avon. 

Die I never, never I, 
Whilft my Shakefpeare doth not die \ 

Die I never, never I, 
For my Shakefpeare will not die ; 

Sing I ever, ever fing, 
Whilft my Shakefpeare's voice doth ring ; 

Live I ever, dying live, 
Whilft my Shakefpeare's name doth live ; 

Sing I ever, ceafing not 
Till his finging be forgot. 
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VI. 

Every day the fun doth (hine, 
Every day we garlands twine, 
Garlands made with flowers of fpring, 
Flowers that Shakefpeare caufed to fing. 
Every day we yoke with fun, 
Frifk and gambol in the fun ; 
Burthen us no forrow (hall 
For 'tis Shakefpeare's feftival ! 

Ho ! to Shottery by the path 
Shakefpeare's foot oft trodden hath^ 
When he would a-courting go, 
Stepping neither weak nor flow. 
See the houfe where (he did dwell 
Whom our Shakefpeare held in fpell ; 
See the houfe where (he was born 
Paft three centuries agone ; 
Then, o'er grafly uplands, on 
To the hill of Luddington ; 
See the fpot where, it is faid, 
Shakefpeare did his firft love wed ; — 
(Aye with Shakefpeare brifkly walking, 
Aye with Shakefpeare inly talking,) 
Over Avon, where he went, 
Following where his footfteps bent ; 
Thorough meadows, green and ft ill. 
By the river-fide, until 
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We re-enter by the Mill ; 

Pals the Church where Shakefpeare lies. 

So fulfil our fympathies. 

Then to Charlecote, whence, they (ay, 
Shakefpeare help'd the deer away ; 
Scenes that Shakefpeare (aw, furvey. 

Now the great Pavilion throng, 
Liften to our Shakefpeare's fong ; 
Songs of (ad or merry note, 
Chaunted by a lithefome throat ; 
Songs that tell the inmoft mind, 
And the complex thought unwind ; 
Songs almoft of foul a part. 
Songs, the mufic of his heart. 

Shade of Shakefpeare, 
I am here in the throng, 

I know my fong ; 
Your finging lift — 

Ye Zephyrs, whift ! 
Sing, fing. 
The time is fpring. 

Sing, fing, ever fing ; 

Sing as I fung. 

Old or young ; 
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Sing when you can, 

Boy or man. 
That was my plan ; 

Sing, ever fing, 
Mother or maid. 

Be not afraid. 

VII. 

Every day the fun doth fhine, 
Every day we garlands twine. 
Garlands made with flowers of fpring, 
Flowers that Shakefpeare caufed to fmg. 
Gay all earth, and gay the iky. 
Leaping fifh, and birds that fly ; 
Gay the hill- fide, gay the glade. 
Gay in light that doth not fade ; 
Never open'd days more bright, 
Match'd with fplendours of the night. 

Heart in hand the votaries meet, 
Unrefrain'd, the votaries greet. 
Tread the earth with lightfome feet. 
On the mead, or in the ftreet ; 
Note the (ky, the birds, the flowers, 
Cheerly court the frolic Hours. 
Then at eve, more blithe than fage, 
Gather them before the ftage ; 
On their Poet's vifions dote. 
Realize what Shakefpeare wrote. 
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Sec his Juliet, Viola, 
Rofalind, Olivia, 
See the pictures of his brain, 
See him half on Earth again. 

Shade of Shakefpeare, 

I am here, I am here. 
In aether fphere, 
As aether clear ; 

I am near you. 

See you, hear you ; 

Thefe were my loves, — 
I have left you my loves. 
For ever my loves ; 

Seek, you will find them, — 

Lovingly bind them ; 
Earth's gifts and graces, 

Sweet faces. 
And pleafant places. 
Delights more high 
That fearch the iky, — 

Though they pafs away, 
fie not vext. 

Give Fancy fway ! 

They are types of the next. 

I have left you my joy. 
Look above and around. 
There is more to be found 

Time doth not deftroy. 
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I have left you my care. 
Oh ! of it beware 5 
I look'd high and guefs'd, 
So do you your beft. 
Old loves are yet mine 
In the region divine ; 
^fchyiuSy Euripides, 
Homer ftrong, and Sophocles, 
Plautus, Ariftophanes ; 
Beft of the chofen few, 
I dear old Plutarch knew, 

And my debt to him confeft ; 
Nor fought in vain 
Cervantes, Rabelais, Montaigne, 
Dante, Taflb, and Petrarch, 
Lope de Vega, Calderon, 
Spenfer, and my rare Ben Jon, 

Mad Kit Marlow, and the reft. 
Strive, that, when from mortals free. 
With the greateft you may be. 

VIII. 

Lo, the longeft day hath end, 
Every friend muft part from friend ; — 
Still high up the Sun doth (hine. 
Yet we know he muft decline. 
Votaries at Shakefpeare's ftirine. 
Knit in fympathy divine, — 
'Tis the tyranny of Fate 
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To diflblve and feparate ! 

But, before we part, we (hall 

Meet at this great Feftival, 

Clad zs Shakefpeare's folk were clad, 

And, albeit a little mad. 

Fancy, 'mid the mazy dance, 

Shakefpeare's comely countenance. 

Make the baU-room blaze, fublime 

With fymbols of the olden time ; 

Deck the room with emblems round, 

As where Shakefpeare (hould be found ; 

Don flafli'd doublet, ruff and hofe, 

Camifole with lace and bows. 

And a hat that Shakefpeare knows. 

Laffes, well your treffes trim. 

Lace the filken bodice dim. 

Look as you'd be loved by him ! 

Let the minftrels not forget 

Jig, cotillion, minuet. 

In the time of good Queen Befs 

Men were merry none the lefs : 

Let the hour of parting be 

In Shakefpearean joUitie. 

So, in after-time, we'll fay. 

We did re-create his day ! 
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Shade of Shakejpeare, 

It is well done, 

I relifh your fun ; 

Your crew Tm among, 

Your hands by me wrung ; — 

To me Time is paft, 

The iirft is as laft ; 

But I love you, I love you, 

O fifters and brothers, 
I love you all well. 

As I have loved others ; 
I care for your forrow, I join in your laughter, 
I ken my kith now, and my kin who come after ; 
A century pafles, and you pafs away. 
But I'll be here then as I am at this day. 




F F 
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IF happiners is pcrfe^ joy. 
And Heaven is true fclicitic, 
A happy moment Heaven could be. 
Evermore. 

The little maid's firft birthday-feaft. 
Her little head with chaplet crown'd, 
Her little firll-loves all around : — 
For ever I 

The younker, with his younker friend 
A ramble goeth, fu away. 
Throughout a fweltering fummer day :- 
For ever ! 

The fchoolboy at the brcaking-up, 
PalT'd the ordeal, fpeeches faid, 
Two prizes gain'd, the clafTes fped : — 
For ever ! 



I 
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The game is cricket, and the icores 
Are even — but another run — 
The ball is hit — and we have won : — 

For ever ! 

I've heard of fiihing, find the pool ; 
My heart is burning with one wifli. 
And now, I grafp a glittering fifh : — 

For ever ! 

The girl, almoft to woman grown, 
Whofe beauty might eled her queen. 
Hath ne'er, till now, her beauty feen : — 

For ever ! 

The ftripling, firft his nature conning. 
In day-dream, dares the world to fcan. 
Thinks what it is to be a man ! — 

For ever ! 

The demoifelle, of homage tired. 
Learns, though (he knows not how or when. 
She has impreff'd the man of men ! — 

For ever ! 

Stept out of Academus' fliade. 
The man beholds his future clear. 
And bravely forecafts a career : — 

For ever ! 
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A day, its like not born before — 
The earth in fmiles, the fky in fhine — 
This worldi fo beautiful — is mine. 

For ever ! 

The world is mine, this world of men — 
Do they not love mc, every one ? 
Have loved me fince my life begun : — 

For ever ! 

Dear Alma-Mater, hard thy taflc I 
But now, the beft condones the worft — 
A wrangler, and a double-firft : — 

For ever ! 

The years have flown, the fight is fought. 
The care and doubt are lefs and lefs, 
And, from this hour, it is fuccefs ! 

For ever ! 

To one I love I tell not love, — 
Perchance, I talk with her awhile, 
And win a fmile beyond a fmile :• — 

For ever ! 

My love is with me, and I prove 
There is no doubting in her love ; 
How more than this the gods above } 

For ever ! 



Z24 ESrO PERPETUUM. 

'Mid meadows green, and fummer's (been 
I track the winding of the brook. 
And now and then a trout I hook : — 

For ever ! 

A-wearied in the fummer heat, 
I ftand upon the River's brim ; 
A ^ header" — ^and a mighty fwim ! 

For ever ! 

Who Cometh nigh i what lovely face. 
What form of grace, what eyes divine ! 
She pafleth — ^but a look is mine : — 

For ever ! 

Ecftadc vifion, thou art gone ; 
Gone, as the meteor glideth by. 
Its (plendour leaving in the eye : — 

For ever ! 

My nag is fleet, the fward is fbft, 
I turn my back on men and towns. 
And madly fcamper o'er the downs : — 

For ever ! 

The wind is fouth, well foak'd the foil, 
The flcy is grey — hark, hark ! the horn ; 
This — this, good hap, a hunter's morn ! 

For ever ! 
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The. hound gives tongue, Fox breaks away. 
Away ! o'er mead, or hedge, or ftream ; 
I claim the '^ brufh " — in pride fupreme. 

For ever ! 

Pve woo'd in vain, and woo again, 
This notelet comes to ban or blefs ; 
I break the feal, the word is ** yes :** — 

For ever ! 

We meet and kifs, and talk, and walk 
In winding path and coppice green. 
By all, but each by each, unfeen : — 

For ever ! 

The time is May, the Earth is new, 
And warm, and bright and bloflbming. 
The foft air ftirs, the birdies fing : — 

For ever ! 

How like to life the tale is told ! 
So true, that iiSion it is not 
To me, who have all clfc forgot : — 

For ever ! 

Or, with our Laureat we rejoice. 
Till, with his Fancy fo at one. 
We e'en forget dear Tennyfon : — 

For ever ! 

G G 
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A friend, front coupe^ train *' exprefs," 
A novel, or the World's Gazette, 
A goiBp, and a cigarette : — 

For ever ! 

White, graceful hands now ftrike the chords, 
A lithefome throat doth deftly fing. 
And I, the loved, am liftening : — 

For ever ! 

'Tis calm and warm, the fummer night. 
And clear the moon, when on the lawn 
We linger, linger till the dawn : — 

For ever ! 

Or on a fultry day of June 
Beneath the canopy remain, 
And liften to the thunder-rain : — 

For ever ! 

Some work is done, fbme part achieved. 
No more to-day but talk and joke. 
Serenely reft, ferenely fmoke : — 

For ever ! 

O hand unfaithful ! in my mind 
The very touch is clearly wrought ; 
That, that is it ! I fee my thought : 

For ever ! 
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In intelle&ual being blent, 
With chofen friend I now converfe. 
And here and there a line rehearfe : — 

For ever ! 

The middle row, a central ftall, 
The zeft of youth, the reft of age. 
As Hamlet, Fechter, on the ftage : — 

For ever ! 

The lake is fmooth, the mountains ihine^ 
I fteer the ikiff amid the ifles. 
And, at my look, my fweetheart fmiles : — 

For ever! 

A truce to toil, a truce to care ; 
Shipp'd are we not for funny France ? 
What do we now but fing and dance ! 

For ever ! 

The mufic has been in my foul ; 
But now that it is made a voice. 
Supremely doth my foul rejoice : — 

For ever ! 

To think that men henceforth ihall hear 
From out the fweet fupernal ftore, 
A cadence never heard before : — 

For ever ! 
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Now Cofta leads, the viol fings. 
And every deft device of found 
In perfeSt fynthefis is found : — 

For ever ! 

Her eyes are luftrous, large and full. 
Their icy beauty men admire ; 
But now, I fee them flafhing fire : — 

For ever 1 

The mother, iirft her child careflTes, 
And firft the thought her life-blood ftirs 
That in the world two lives are hers : — 

For ever ! 

Now done it is — a noble deed ; 
Prolonged the toil, 'mid doubt and blame, 
But men (ball much repeat my name : — 

For ever ! 

The fweet forgetfulnefs of eafe, 
A fenfe that all is good and true, 
And nothing in the world to do : — 

For ever ! 

The game is Whift — the friends are four j- 
Old friends, well-loved, of kith and kin ; 
All favage — ^in deflre to win : — 

For ever ! 
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Where chamois haunts, and glacier gleams, 
Stupendous Alp amid, I paufe, 
More high than Alp, to think the Caufe : — 

For ever ! 

I know a truth words cannot prove ; 
Come arc and angle, point and line, — 
O perfect Reaibn, it is thine ! 

For ever ! 

Through me, by geometric art, 
A thing invifible is {hown, 
A vital confequence beknown : — 

For ever ! 

Humane philofopher, diftreiPd 
At ills unthinking men endure ; 
Propounded haft thou caufe and cure ? — 

For ever ! 

Or, with abftrufe, indu£tive fearch. 
The Earth's Arcana haft unfeal'd. 
The hidden myftery reveal'd ? — 

For ever ! 

Indulge the beatific thought 
That, through the ages yet to be, 
Mankind (hall own a debt to thee : — 

For ever ! 
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Ingenious mechanician; thou 
Haft well the combination fought. 
And iron now performs thy thought : — 

For ever 1 

Thou know'ft that by thy fhrewd device, 
Some hurtful toil in filth and pain 
Will ne'er be done by hands again : — 

For ever ! 

The analyft a folvent needeth, 
Nor from his craving knoweth reft ; 
'Tis found — ^'tis found ! the only teft : — 

For ever ! 

Rapt poet ! vext by fubtle thought. 
With urgent throes thy thought hath birth- 
A new creation on the earth ! 

For ever ! 

Aftronomer, defpair not yet. 
The ftar is there, compute again ; 
Now look, and this time not in vain ! 

For ever ! 

The long continued effort clofes ; 
My Book is nearing to the end, 
And now, the final word is penn'd : — 

For ever ! 
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At eafe reclined, in waking dream, 
For overwork by reft atoning — 
No neighbour but the wind amoaning: 

For ever ! 

The air is frefh, the day is young : 
This day I z& my long defire — 
Who tells of toil, who talks of dre ? 

For ever ! 

Of feeble breath, withouten hope, 
The weary weeks have pafTd in pain, 
'Tis o*er — *tis o'er ! I live again : — 

For ever ! 

Fatigue and peril prefs too long, 
The fruits of toil with us will die ; 
Ho ! to the refcue ! hear, they cry : — 

For ever ! 

Now, paft the danger and the dread, 
I breathe again unbated breath, 
And fay, '* No more I dance with Death : " — 

For ever ! 

I loved onetime ; that love is dead ; 
Since then Fve ftriven the fordid ftrife : 
Again I love, am loved — new life ! 

For ever ! 
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On foreign land, perchance in Spain, 
I ride and rove amid the wild. 
And frefhen, frefhen as a child : — 

For ever ! 

This pain doth ftultify my mind ! 
And will, with mind, itfelf deftroy, 
Hufh — ^it hath ceafed ! new-born is joy :— 

For ever ! 

Oh, anguifli ! and oh, deeper grief; 
Why life and health, 'mid cloud and care ? 
Outfhines the fun, my (ky is fair : — 

For ever ! 

Cathedral dome beneath, I lift. 
The Anthem rifeth to the (kies ; 
And all the mortal in me dies : — 

For ever ! 

Far, far from land, the fhip rides well ; 
I view the reftlefs, (horelefs fea. 
At one with that infinitie : — 

For ever ! 

How ftill the night ! the ftars are bright, 
They fee me with their myriad eyes. 
And to their gaze my foul replies : — 

For ever ! 
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The world forgot) my fpirit clear, 
From mazes free of doubt and ftrife, 
I live a new, unbounded life : — 

For ever ! 

The paft into the future pafles, 
And all experience I fee 
Refolved in the eternal Me : — 

For ever ! 

Diflblved in prayer, in rapture loft, 
I know no fpeech of thought or word, 
And yet I know my prayer is heard : — 

For ever ! 

A joy there is above all joy, 
A thought beyond all thinking known. 
The thought — to be with God alone — 

Evermore ! 




H H 




A Canticle. 



r 
M 



A Canticle. 



UNTO God, the all-pervading, Whence we 
came, in Whom we live, — 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Unto God, Whofe gifts are boundlefs, let us give 
all we can give. 

Of unconfcious earth made confcious, confcious 
earth of God aware ; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Knowing God, fhall we unknow Him for a moment 
out of prayer ? 

Sole indued with admiration, fole concepdve of 
applaufe ; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Sole, on Earth enraptured gazing, more enraptured 
of the Caufe. 



ijS A CANTICLE. 

Witnefs, diverfe fhell refulgent, gliftening cryftal, 
ore, and gem ; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto Grod, in fongs of praife ! 
WitnefSy egg of bird or infed, and the germen in 
the ftem. 



Witnefs, living things quiefcent, varied flower, and 
herb, and tree ; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Witnefs, zoophytes, perceptive though they neither 
hear nor fee. 

Witnefs, ye ephemera, lafting the duration of a 
breath ; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Witnefs, paraiite, and fungus fpringing beautiful 
from death. 



Witnefs, animated creatures, of the water, land, or 
air; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Witnefs, complex works that, working, filendy their 
God declare. 
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Witnefs, myriad modes of iiiftin£l new in beings 
numberlefs ; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Witnefs, each exiftence order'd a fuperior life to 
blefs. 

Witnefs well, ye orbs of glory ! balanced by a mighty 
fpell; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Witnefs, meteors and comets, forces that their 
courfe compel 

Witnefs, principles of Nature, laws that winds and 
feas control ; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Witnefs, myfteries ele&ric, and the needle to the 
pole. 

Witnefs, verities of Science, lighting to the vaft 
unfound \ 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! « 
Witnefs, philofophic vifions unexpreff'd by verbal 
found. 
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Witnefs, godlike power of Reafon, fcanning the 
fublunar fcene \ 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Witnefs, higher reafon, rifing to the proof of the 
unfeen. 

Witnefs, habitudes unreafon'd, tending always to 
the beft; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Witnefs, human heart confeffing more than reafbn 
has confeft. 

Witnefs, Fancy daring further than the fartheft 
planets roll ; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Witnefs, infpiration prompted through the whifpers 
of the foul. 



Witnefs, awful voice of Confcience — voice at war 
with mortal fin ; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Witnefs, God in man refiding — making man with 
Angels kin. 
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Witnefs, Mind of Man revolving of the future and 
the paft ; 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
WitnefSy Man, the God-perceiving, feeking to the 
firft and laft. 

Witnefs, Providence prevailing omniprefent though 
unfought i 
Men, for aye your voices raife 
Unto God, in fongs of praife ! 
Witnefs, God's unmeafured goodnefs — mercy 
paffing human thought ! 
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Meditation. 




Alpha — Omega. 

THE urchin, elated at feeling his feet in the 
dame-fchool, 
Ingrate, looks back, with the firftling of fcorn, to 

the Nurfery — 
" Its trumpery toys, its infantine triflings," — 
The germ of the fad thought, — that Earth-life is 
nothingnefs ! 



Next the mannikin fchoolboy ftruts in defiant 

pretenfion ; 
Ignores, with half-fhame, the late-enjoyed games of 

the dame-fchool — 
" Thofe childifli pranks ! thofe paltry fimplicities ! " — 
Begetting the fad thought,— that Earth-life is 

nothingnefs ! 
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Then the brave adolefcent, unconfcious as yet of 

ambition, 
Difdains the athletic amufements — a year gone his 

life-joy ; — 
'• Mere fports ! unprodu^ve of glory or lucre ;" — 
Begetting the fad thought, — ^that Earth-life is 

nothingnefs ! 

He is man now — ^and, in his ftrength goeth forth to 

his purpofe ; 
Eflays, and achieves, and with rapture pofiefles the 

guerdon, — 
Contemning the prize he hath yearned for, and 

fought for, — 
Begetting the fad thought, — ^that Earth-life is 

nothingnefs! 



He has loved ; — z true love — a phrenzy that knew 
no confining ; 

This the fum of all hope,— to have won the true- 
love of his miftrefs j — 

Won alfo the infight of loving more wifely ; — 

Begetting the fad thought, — ^that Earth-life is 
nothingnefs ! 

Oh, for learning ! he ponders, full-pulFed with the 

pride of the pedant ; 
To-day's blufh but faintly atoning for yefterday's 

rafhnefs, — 
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Time loft ! in acquiring fome fruitlings of error, — 
Begetting the fad thought, — that Earth-life is 
nothingnefs ! 

And now hath he learnt^ and his knowledge has 
mounted to wifdom ; 

Wifdom mifcalled, if thou too muft foon be 

exceeded ! — 
The Mind's fupereflence attainted as folly ! 
Begetting the fad thought, — that Earth-life is 

nothingnefs ! 

Again, and again, and again for the goal that is 

furtheft ; 
Again, and again, to perceive that the foregone is 

worthlefs, — 
Again to the ftretch, for the loftier and nobler, — 
Begetting the fad thought — ^that Earth-life is 

nothingnefs ! 

Then a Thought rofe to him, — and he faw with a 

far-fighted viflon : 
He faid, — ^^ In Life that cometh, is tranfcendency 

final ; 
This world as a dream, awaked from and over \ — 

1 (hall fee thence, exalted, — that the Earth-life is — 

Nothingnefs ! " 
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Forgotten. 

GLIMMER of the light of Heaven, 
Inklings of the life of angels, 
Voices reaching me though heard not — 

Forgotten ! 

< 

Grateful fentiments engendered, 
Pricelefs favours unrequited, 
Native impulfes to virtue — 

Forgotten ! 

Thoughts of fire, that flafh'd and faded, 
Clear and infinite perceptions. 
Fitful vifitings of genius — 

Forgotten ! 

High refolve and paffionate purpofe. 
Schemes that unto Fame were tending, 
Haply marr'd by falfe ambition ? 

Forgotten I 

Loves that grew without incitement, 
Loves that glow'd of flame the whiteft, 
Loves of fympathy fincereft — 

Forgotten ! 
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Loves of places, things and perfons. 
Loves made loves in love unconfcious, 
Real loves, though unrefponiive — 

Forgotten ! 

Friendfhips genial, fpontaneous, 
Softer friendfhips, more than friendfhips, 
Friendfhips true, though uncontinued — 

Forgotten I 

Ah ! the years of feeing, hearing. 
Thinking, reading, floring knowledge 
Gladly found and fondly treafured — 

Forgotten ! 

Incidents of fignal import, 
Strange events of poignant pathos, 
Synchronifms that moved to wondei; — 

Forgotten ! 

Gifts of God ! outreaching reafon ; 
Gifts exceeding mundane value ; 
Gifts we knew not how to aik for ; — 

Forgotten ! 

Gifts, not lefs by mere denial ; 
Gifts of guidance forth from danger \ 
Gracious gifts of bleft prevention ; — 

Forgotten ! 

K K 
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Dire unreafen and delufion. 
Keen chagrins, the futile ofispring, 
Errors that have work'd for evil — 
Forgotten ! 

Much is gone, but more remaineth, 
Who can tell what Memory holdeth i 
ff^U they be — the myriad memories 
Hid in that myfleiious fiorehoufe — 
Forgotten ? 
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No more. 

O FRESHNESS and newnefs of all in this 
earth-world, 
O fimple contentment, acceptance undoubting, 
O future unending, and fweet without bitter — 

No more ! 

The world was for me^ in its beauty and grandeur, 
The beings I loved were for me — a charmed circle. 
All places and things had endurance eternal — 

No more ! 

O dreams of perfe£tion, in waking or fleeping, 
O pure admiration that knew no abridgment, 
PerfeAion of hope, in a hope feeming perfedi — 

No more ! 

O &ith that was in me, a faith yet unfhaken, 
A feith in all promife, a faith in pretenfion, 
A faith in the rightnefs of all things exiftent — 

No more 1 
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Sweet Truth ! with no ftain on her heaven-born 

whitenefs. 
Sweet Truft ! refting calm as the deep of the babies. 
Devotion unftinted, and boundlefs as aether — 

No more ! 

O warmth of the heart that had never knoinrn 

chilling, 
O impulfe forth-fpringing, the coft never counting. 
Emotion that well'd as a river of gladnefs — 

No more ! 

O joy of the thoughts I believed to be primal, 
O joy of invention that none had preceded, 
O joy of obferving what none had erft noted — 

No more ! 

Wild wonder that came to me daily and nightly. 
Holy awe, unobfervant of caufe or conclufion. 
And dread, with no fearing, in glimpfes fupernal — 

No more ! 

O zeal, as the flame that to heaven afcendeth, 
Deiire for all goodnefs, — expedience unknowing, 
O fentiment, glowing untold and unmeted — 

No more ! 

The zeft of the fpirit, the zeft of the fenfes. 
Each fight and vibration a new-born enchantment. 
Enjoyment that came from the fountains of Nature — 

No more ! 
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O charm of the vifion, and charm of the hearing, 
O pride of the foul, quick in mental perception, 
O' marvel of life in a life full of marvels — 

No more I 

O dreams out of Earth, in the region of Fancy, 
O fancy ecftatic, that foar'd as the angels, 
O life out of life, in a life beatific — 

No more ! 

Ye error, deludon, or bootlefs expe6lancy, 
Thou bafe difcontent, eldeft born of unreafon. 
Thou fatuous conceit of a felf proved fo feeble : — 

No more ! 
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Dead to Me. 

TN my youth I went a-roving, 
-*- Roving on beyond the oceans, 
Men and things I faw, rejoicing. 
Many marvels — unforgotten ! 

Dead to me. 

What a man was he I dwelt with 
In a city of Achaia ! 
Great in virtue and in knowledge, 
Still I love him — for he liveth ; — 

Dead to me. 

Oh ! the learned difputations. 
Oh ! the fubtledes expounded, 
And I doubt not that he fpeaketh 
Ever with enlarging wifdom : — 

Dead to me. 

Wondrous fcene ! amid the Andes, 
Mountain over mountain towering — 
And the terror of volcanoes — 
Fire, and froft, and heaven commingled y 

Dead to me. 
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Fertile plains and dining rivers. 
Flowing on in facred filence. 
Flowers and birds of gorgeous colours. 
Regions of primeval nature ; — 

Dead to me. 

Pleafant cities ! where I refted 
Till their novelty grew home-like — 
Mofque, and Temple, and Cathedral, 
That have been, and are for ages ; — 

Dead to me. 

And the people of thofe cities. 
For a while my focial circle. 
Or plilofophers, or poets. 
Graceful ladies all-accomplifhed ; — 

Dead to me. 

Ah ! the one of my ele^on, 
Moving with a queenly grandeur. 
Smiling with a fmile that blefleth ; 
And (he ftill is fmiling, bleffing ; 

Dead to me. 

So, I ponder, will the earth>gods 
To me, on and on be dying, 
Whilft I live in thoughts unceafing 
And increafing, till they all are 

Dead to me. 
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My motto. 

T^HOUGH thou art on the ground, 
A With things of bafenefe found, 
Be not to bafenefs bound — 

Look up. 

The lowly may be high. 
And loftieft be nigh, 
And thou canft fee the fky — 

Look up. 

Haft thou fbme work to do 
And canft, with falfe or true 
Or low, or high, endue — 

Look up. 

Haft thou thy place to take. 
And wouldft fome merit make, 
For felf and others' fake — 

Look up. 

If, as a latent fire. 
Doth burn fome ftrong dedre. 
And well thou doft afpire — 

Look up. 



Mr MOTTO, 

If much with cares perplext. 
Mid complications vext, 

Thou doubteft of the next 

Look up. 

If, having open choice, 
Thou heareft honour's voice, 
And after, wouldft rejoice— 

Look up. 

In difappointment croft. 
Thou haft eflay'd and loft. 

And trembleft at the coft ? 

Look up. 

Exifts the world in joy. 
That knoweth none alloy ? — 
Left thou the charm deftroy — 

Look up. 

All dark the world appears — 
Thou art deprefl^'d with fears- 

And fails thy heart to tears ? 

Look up. 

L L 
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They fay that Truth's a flam. 
Honour, a mere whim-wham, 
And Honefty, a fham ? — 

Look up. 

Art thou both mean and grand,- 
Thy life feems darkly plann'd, 
And hard to underftand ? — 

Look up. 
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The Shadow of the Tomb. 

WHAT is this which cometh o'er me. 
Makes me fo fufpend my breath, 
And begin to think of death ? 

'Tis the fhadow of the tomb. 



Why fo caring and comparing ? 

Why doth thought, through memory ranging. 

Moralize, the world is changing ? 

Tis the fhadow of the tomb. 

Chofen friends ! I think, where are ye ? 
Whither doth fuch thinking tend ? 
That I too fhall have an end. 

'Tis the fhadow of the tomb. 

So do all things have an ending ! 
Folly I thus thy heart annoying 
With things made for thy enjoying :— 

'Tis the fhadow of the tomb. 
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Knowledge, I have loved thee dearly ; 
How this herefy of thought, — 
Knowledge tendeth unto nought ? 

'Tis the (hadow of the tomb. 



No ! it tendeth unto wifdom : 
Yet, when faculties are fiuling, 
Wiidom will be unavailing ! 

'Tis the (hadow of the tomb. 



Or, if Wifdom cometh truly, 

She (hall teach thee for thy earning 

All the littlenefs of learning ! 

'Tis the (hadow of the tomb. 



Ay, but fame (hall be my guerdon ; — 
Fame, I think, not far extendeth, 
And like other things it endeth ! 

'Tis the (hadow of the tomb. 



Time, I ponder, fleeting, fleeting, 
Once my flave, is now my mafter, 
Like a torrent, (after, fefter ! 

'Tis the (hadow of the tomb. 
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Is it well that I, fo earned, 
Sicken at the worldly ftrife — 
Feel the nothingnefs of life ! 

'Tis the (hadow of the tomb. 

Sweet contentment, wert thou darknefs ? 
Have I hallow'd wrong for right ? 
Why perturbeth me the light ? — 

'Tis the fhadow of the tomb. 

More to Heaven I bend my viHon, — 
More and more in God confiding, 
More and more in God refiding : 

Paft the fhadow of the tomb. 
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Golden Moments. 

OF itfelf the foul is confcious, 
Knoweth that it lives fublime, 
Out of fpace and out of time. 

Love begot is unconfined 
By the earth or arc above, — 
What is in the world but love ? 

Each on each, abftradied, leaning — 
Eye to eye, and cheek to cheek — 
Muiing more than tongue can fpeak. 

Friend, my friend, O friend eternal ! 
What fhall fympathy control 
When we fee each other's foul ? 

Gaily we convcrfe together — 
Strive wherever words can reach ; 
What elfe need we having fpeech ? 

ft 
In a waking dream I ponder. 

Thinking out and writing thought, 

C<^ining treafure out of nought. 



GOLDEN MOMENTS. 

Thought abflrufc, by others written, 
Weans me From the mortal ftrife. 
Charms me in a charmed life- 
Words of praife alone are Tounding, 
Words of praife that promlfe fame ; 
Have I made myfelf a name ? 

Heart ftill in a holy lilence, 
Knowing dread that is not fear. 
Doubting not that God is near. 
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Ignis Fatuus. 

WAIT, oh wait ! for life is new. 
Time will bring thy heart's defire, 
Thy young hopes fhall tell thee true — 

If thou afpire. 

Wait, oh wait ! though fped the boy, 
Let not care precede the day, 
Thy long future hath of joy 

All that you pray. 

Wait, oh wait ! though manhood's prime 
Hath not fatisfied thy will, 
Be not out of heart with time. 

It Cometh ftill. 

Wait, oh wait ! if love to thee 
Hath till now been bitternefs. 
She is coming, f&ir and free. 

Thy life to blefe. 

Wait, oh wait ! the world as yet 
Doth not heed thy voice or pen ? 
Wifer growing, thou wilt get 

The praife of men. 
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Wait, oh wait ! though knavifh fools 
Take the prizes rightly thine, 
Thou doft doubt the Fate that rules. 

If thou repine. 

Wait, oh wait ! if thou haft paft 
The climadkeric of thy years, 
Higheft honour comes at laft, 

Supprefs thy tears. 

Wait, oh wait ! if ftrength decays. 
And thy future feemeth brief. 
Note, that thofe who wear the bays 

Have greater grief. 

Wait, oh wait ! if hope no more 
Trick thee with delufions fond. 
All thy triumphs are in ftore — 

In life beyond. 
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The Skylark Caged. 

WHAT wouldft thou tell ? winged voice that 
fingeth 
Imprifoned there, — 
Prifoned I a lot that unto man but bringeth 
Untold defpair. 

Is it then joy that from thy narrow cage 

Efcapes in fbng ? 
Or but the paffion of poetic rage 

To vent thy wrong ? 

Or hear we now the mufic of the fpheres ? 

Pent up in thee ! 
Sobbing — more fweetly than in fighs and tears — 

Thine agonie. 

Or, doft thou cry unto fome far-off mate 

That in the fkies 
To the empyrean foars to learn thy fate. 
Until fhe dies ? 
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Caged — doth the foul of man, like thee, cejoicing, 

On muftc's wing — 
Mount, the loud beatings of the heart outvoicing, 

As thou doft fing. 

Caged-— doth the foul of man, like thee upfoaring, 

Seek heaven for balm, 
Till, from its thrall releafed and its deploring. 

It refts in calm. 



O foul of man I regard that (kylark's rapture 
Through wire-bars free j — 

When dark-ftoled melancholie doth thee capture, 
Sing — finging flee ! 



'^I^ 



rilh^M^lfa 




Emotion 
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A Love Song. 



MY love's a miracle : to me alone 
Her beauty liveth j 
Her gliftening eye alone to mine 
Its light out-giveth. 

The reft her mortal countenance may fcan, 

And find it fair. 
But oh I they fee not, as I fee. 

The hiftre there. 

She comes — ^and lo ! as by fome myftic fpell. 

Earth difappears. 
And I am living out of Time^ 

Amid the fpheres. 

She looks — and I, in gazing, am abafh'd 

Her foul to fee ; 
For when {he looks, her form and face 

Are not to me. 
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She fpeaks — ^and I fuppofe that other ears 
Hear woman's voice. 

The while for me foft tones of heaven 
My heart rejoice. 



She moves — and from her courfe obftru6lions 
fade. 

For fo it feemeth 
That, pafling, fhe doth glide or float, 

As one that dreameth — 



But that her motion harmonies attend, 

Supernal, fweet ; 
And notes of mufic, told in paufes true, 

Fall with her feet. 



She fmiles — and inftant flaflies forth the Sun, 

All round fo bright ; 
Diftraught, I fain would turn away. 

As dazed with light. 



She laughs — ^and with ethereal echoings 
The (ky refoundeth ; 

And in the glee, from height to height. 
My fpirit boundeth. 



A LOrE SONG. 
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She (ings — the winds, all earthly founds, are hu(h*d ; 

The angels lift ; 
And I am with them flying, flying, 

On wings of mift. 

My love is gone — how blank and dark it is ! — 

And hope how vain ! 
Except, that on a day my love 

Will come again. 




N N 
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Sybil. 



HER face uplifted, and {he looked — 
A look that fpake ! 
Not — not to me : 
But, to fee her eye fo grand and bright. 
Enough — enough for my delight — 
I blefled her for that other's fake, 
As the ilave blefleth the free. 

Her face uplifted, and (he fmiled — 
Her foul a fmile I 
Not — not for me : 
Yet, to fee her face fo heavenly bright, 
Enough — enough for my delight — 
I bleiTed her that did him beguile. 
As the flave blefleth the free. 

Her face uplifted, and {he blu{hed — 
Her heart a blu{h ! 
Not — ^not for me : 
Yet, to fee that fight of pink and white. 
Enough — enough for my delight — 
I blefled the face one elfe could flu{h, 
A% the flave bleflieth the free. 
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The Early Song. 

AH, I bethink me, dear, longing ftill on and on, 
What numberlefs new things are there to fee I 
And I'm rejoicing me now, in forefliadowing, 
To be beholding them, 

Lucy, with thee. 



Spring will be coming foon, trees will be budding 

forth, 
Flowers will be blofibming over the lea ; 
Birds will be carolling, — and I'll be happy then, 
Looking and liftening, 

Lucy, with thee. 



Are there not rivers, and lakes amid mountains 

high. 
Countries and cities beyond the broad fea ? 
Are they not waiting, and glowing, and flowing on. 
Until I vifit them, 

Lucy, with thee ? 
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Endlefs the wonders of nature and fkilfulnefs. 
Spread o'er the world we (hall wander in free ; 
Bleft are they all to me, lovely or terrible. 
In that I'll witnefe them, 

Lucy, with thee. 

Jewels, and pi^res, and fculptures, and palaces. 
Rare things and fair things of higheft degree. 
Are beaming in colours and grace and magnificence. 
All to be looked upon, 

Lucy, with thee. 

Nought it concemeth me, Wifeacre's whifpering, 
*' Ever thefe have been, and ever will be ; " 
Nought are they worth to me than duft andafhes all, — 
If I behold them not, 

Lucy, with thee. 
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Coqueta. 



MY day is over ! 
My pride all paft ! 
No more a rover — 
Who married the laft. 

" Ever adore you, 
Ever mine own ! '* 

Bah ! now I bore you. 
Now rivals are flown ! 

Worfe than a Zany 
Lift'ning to fuch, — 

Were there not many 
Who loved me as much ? 

The men admire me, — 
For them the fun ; 

Wherefore defire me, 
Belonging to one ? 

Onetime, their fury — 

Duel, — or toaft ! 
Sit as my Jury, — 

Pafs me as a ghoft ! 



*78 COSIJJETA. 

" Bright your eyes ! Minna j 
Your face how fair ! 

Slender waift, Minna ; 
How filken your hair ! " 

No one to praife me, — 

Beauty all loft ! 
Surely to craze me 

Is what it will coft ! 

What does it matter ? 

Live* fo : alas ! 
Only to flatter 

Myfelf— in the glafs. 

Chagrin to cover, 

Laugh I in pain : 
Not — ^not one lover ? 

CoQUETA again ! 




* 
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Enigma. 

TRUE of heart, as falfe of tongue, 
Old in art, albeit fo young, 
Darkly hiding whence fhe fprung. 

Pretty lips, with fmile fo fweet. 
Pretty lips, with fibs fo fleet, 
Pretty lips, with kifs to greet. 

Placid fmile withouten guile, 
Syren fmile with hidden wile — 
Winning, winning all the while. 

Eyes of fire without deftre. 
Eyes the fame for love or ire, 
Eyes to look on and admire. 

Somewhen wild, and fomewhen mild, 
Somewhen praifed, anon reviled, — 
Simple as a prattling child. 

Free of care as paffing air, 
Flinching not to do and dare, 
Somewhiles facing blank defpair. 



i8o ENIGMA. 

Dark in word as fair in deed, 
Generous to grant the meed, 
Never failing at the need. 

Rafh of fpeech, difcreet to teach. 
Patient liftner when you preach — 
None the worfe or better each ! 

Words do flow you fhould not know — 
Words that out of nothing grow, — 
Knowledge fought, (he anfwers,— No. 

Somewhen wife, to your furprife, 
Volatile as butterflies, 
Sparfe of truth, diffufe of lies. 

So Enigma paflTes life, 
Smiling on, evading ftrife. 
Making many wifh her Wife, 
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Brunetta. 

BEAUTIFUL eyes fo bright. 
Are ye fhaded never. 
Till ye clofe in night, — 
Their effulgence clear 
Beaming ever, ever ? 

Beautiful eyes fo bright. 

Do ye never gloom, 
Ere ye clofe in night, — 
Though men dying live 

Pondering their doom ? 

Beautiful eyes fo bright. 

Do ye never weep, 
Ere ye clofe in night, — 
Wretches, by their wounds, 

Writhing, though they fleep ? 

Beautiful eyes fo bright. 

Will ye ever fede. 
Ere the final night, — 
When their tenement 

In its fhroud is laid ? 
o o 
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Love-ftricken. 

« 

THEY fay that the King wiU be there 
With his Queen, and her courtly dames ; 
They fay that the honour I'll ihare 
In their ildlful and chivalric games^-^ 

Ah, what is it all to my love ? 

They fay there'll be worthies of ftate, 

Ambafladors, Princes, and Peers ; 
And fcholars of merit moil great, 

Whofe fame has advanced with their years, — 

Ah, what is it all to my love ? 

They fay there'll be mufic and fong. 

And objedls the eye to delight, — 
To the ear do foft accents belong. 

To the eye the bleft pleafures of fight, — 

Ah, what is it all to my love ? 

They fay there'll be feafting and glee. 
And jefling, and dancing, and wine ; 

Oh, thefe are as nothing to me 

Who have found a companion divine ! 

Ah, what is it all to my love ? 



^- ■ ^ -^ 
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I 



Love- loft • 
I. 

LOVED My Love, 

And my love was, as the Sun at his afcenfion, 
Refplendent, clear and ftrong ; 



I loved My Love, 
And my love was, as the Sun at his declenfion, 
Calming — as coming deep : 

I loved My Love, 
And methought my love is, as the lamp that flickers; 
Uncertain of its life, — 
Flaring, fading, 
Brightening, decreafing, 
Somewhiles nearly dying ! 



II. 

The torch is out ! 
What can relume it ? 

The torch is out — 
My heart is cold and void. 
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The torch is out ! 
Thou would'ft relume it ? 

Not fo— not fo, — 
It will not kindle there. 

The torch is out. 
Who would relume it 

Muft fire a heart,-r- 
Muft re-create a foul ! 
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The Song of Othello. 

SHE is my foul's delight. 
Of life my Joy is (he, — 
The Sun, the Stars are bright. 
Left bright — ^lefs bright to me ! 

She is my foul's delight, 

Ah, could (he faithlefs be, — 

Not dark of darkeft night 
So dark would feem to me ! 

She was my foul's delight ! 

I know that falfe is (he, — 
Oh, dark of darkeft night, 

Lefs dark — ^lefs dark to me ! 



-^^1^ 
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Song. 

LOVE me, my love, why or whether, 
Love me, — ^love me as I love thee ; 
So the time when we are together , 

A foretafte of Heaven fhall be. 

What matter the world or the weather, 
If loft in the thought — we have met ? 

We know but that we are together. 
And everything elfe forget. 

What matter, or flower or feather, — 
Are not four eyes better than two ? 

And, dear, what we fee not together, 
Is nothing to me ! — ^nor to you ? 

Love me, my love, why or whether. 
Love me, — ^love me as I love thee ; 

So the time when we are together 
A foretafte of Heaven fhall be. 
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A Lament. 

HE is gone : our hopes and fears 
Arc ended now — by death ; 
And from his parting breath 
Outfpring our tears ! 

Gone, — ah ! wherefore was he born 

But — but to mock our love ; 

But— but to foar above, 

And make us mourn ? 

Yet not mourn without relief, 
For, loving, we (hall own 
That never to have known 
Were deeper grief. 

Never Davy to have feen. 
His pretty, gentle face. 
His unlearnt baby grace. 
And look ferene ; 

Not the quick though fteady eye. 
The mounting forehead fair, 
Clufter'd with Saxon hair 
In " brutus " high 5 



aSS A LAMENT. 

Davy's eye, obfenrant, blae. 
His brow of noble traits. 
Thoughtful in infimt days. 
Of promife true ; 

Never lift hb laughing joy. 
Proving by every lenfe, 
A dear intelligence. 

And ail the boy. 

It were greater lofs than woe. 
Not to have leen him— dead. 
In lovelinefi unfaid 

On th' earth below ; 

Beauty that unto him came 
New when earth-life had paft. 
And hover'd to the laft, 
A lambent flame ; 

Beauty yet unfhed, innate, — 
As bud involveth bloom, — 
Subliming to aflTume 

A iaintlier ftate. 



•uSSv 
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The Laft Good-bye. 

MOTHER ! no more we'll fee thy face, 
No more will hear thy voice, 
Loft — ^loft the fympathetic tones 
That made our hearts rejoice. 

Yet will the Seafons come and go. 
The Sun, the Moon, will fhine. 
But all our confcioufnefs will lack 
The portion which was thine. 

■ 

So now begin we life anew, — 
Paft, prefenty future changed ; 
Full many an old, accuftomed thought 
From us will be eftranged. 

Dear Mother ! abfent though thou art^ 

To me thou liveft ftill. 

For carnal Death is impotent 

The Life in Love to kill. 



p p 
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Love and Time, 

SAID'ST thou the time was brief? 
Who ftole the hours away ? 
Stem juftice bids me iaj 
Thou wert the thief! 



Shall I then blame thee for 
The theft that gave me J07 ? 
And, left thou Time deftroj. 

Flee from thy prefence, or 

Shall I, contented, blefs 

The charmer and the charm. 
That can (o fweedj harm 

In fweet forgetfulne& ? 

Oh, then, increafe thj crime, — 
That, if from daj to ixy 
Thou fteal the hours avraj, 

There*U be an end of Time ! 
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Leonora. 



TURNING, her &ce fhone on me — to my 
fight, 
Alas ! furpaffing fpeech : the vifion dwells — 
My memory haunting as a ghoftly gueft ; 
Or chance, or change, or trouble, fpace, or time. 
To me not dim the full expreffion fair : 
Melt, melting eyes, ye cannot freeze to me; 
Smile, dimpled cheeks, to me for ever fmile ; 
Pout, pretty lips, to me for ever pout ; 
Beam, funny brow — that cannot on me frown ; 
Shine, feraph-countenance, for ever fhine, — 
To me the fame whilft conftant is my mind, 
Seen, though in darknefs, or though eyes be blind ! 
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Felicia. 

LADY, the nightingale did fing, full-hearted. 
As on my homeward way 
I lingered yefterday, 
OpprefPd with forrow that from thee I'd parted ; 
(Ah ! tuneful) happy fprite, 
Singing thy roundelay 
Of all that love can fay 
Thoughout the charmed night ! 
Why is our lot, alas ! fo different — 
Art thou more bleft, or I lefs innocent ?) 

Deareft, if the foul do wander, 
As the Orientals tell, 
Into various tenements 
Still on earth to dwell. 
Then I pray, whatever my fate, 
Thou a nightingale may be. 
Hymning, aye, at Heaven's gate 
From a fpring-time tree ; 
Never but in mufic fpeaking, 
Smiled on by the liftening ftars. 



Soothing man in his diftrers, 
Joy attain'd yet keenly feeking,- 
Only varying the bars 
Of a Iweet-toned happtnefs ! 
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Impromptu. 

AH ! Lady, pity the poor fluttering mite. 
Which, madden'd by the radiance of thine 
eye. 
Found, that to tafte of the intenfe delight. 
Was but to feed ambition, and to die. 

The memory cherifh of the tiny bird, 

That, proudly fcornful of the taper*s flame. 

In orbed brightnefs inftant death preferred 
To the fpun pleafure of a joy more tame. 

So dared have I, when thofe twin meteors blazed. 
To baik a moment in the liquid fire ; 

So, at the flafhing tempters have I gazed. 
And known that but to look was to expire. 



^^Q^>^ 
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The Love Teft. 

OH ! frank, fond kifs — ph ! honied kifs, 
Of lips to lips, and clinging; 
Oh ! heart rejoice, whilft her clear voice 
Mine ear within is ringing. 



If that fweet kifs e'er quit my lips, 

I'll think fhe is offended ; 
When thofe dear tones mine ear not owns, 

I'll know her love is ended. 
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Violetta. 

T 7IOLET on that bofom white, 

^ Did its lovelinefs decoy thee ? 
Soon thou fheddeft thy delight. 
Quickly will its warmth deftroy thee ! 



So, the lure knew I too late. 
In the fpell of her foft eye ; 

Violet, happier thy fate 

That doth on her bofbm die ! 
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The Blufli. 

BLUSHING, thou charmeft me moft, my dear. 
For it's then that I'm Aire thou art all mine 
own; 
When blufhing, I know thou' ft forgotten to fear ! 
And I know thou art lovelieft then, my love. 



I think when thou bluflieft thy heart overflows. 
Ah ! how full muft thy heart be for that, my love ; 
The tint is as rofy as that of the rofe. 
Only warmer — much warmer ! is't not, my love ? 




Q.Q. 
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Pity or Envy. 

LOVE mc ! or pity not : 
Mine image all outblot ;- 
Left I that wretch fhould be, 
Pitied for lofing thee ! 



[Will love from pity grow ? 
Cold reafon tells me no ; 
May greater fpring from lefs ? 
Hope faintly whifpers, yes !] 

Give but thy Love to me ; — 
Pity to hell be hurl'd !— 
Then am I, gaining thcc. 
The envy of the world. 
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The Inconftant. 



So you think (he deferves not my love ; 
That (he's fickle, and may be untrue f 
Welly why fhould I fret or complain 
That (he feems not to me as to you ? 
For I love her, I love her, you fee, 
And I think that (he much loveth me. 

I have look'd into eyes more earned, 

And enfolded a bofom more &ir. 
Taken honey from ruddier lips. 

And toy'd with more foft filken hair : 
But I love her, I love her, you fee. 
And I think that (he much loveth me. 



I've rejoiced with a fpirit more frank, 

A more bland and beneficent grace ; 
I have won me a tenderer fmile 

Than the fweet funny beam of her face ; 
But I love her, I love her, you fee. 
And I think that (he much loveth me. 
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Ha ! you fay that on him (he'll beftow 

The moft favour I thought only mine ? 
Well, it's pity, and fervcth to fhow 
That, as mortal, (he's not quite divine : 
Yet I love her, I love her, you fee. 
Though I know that (he not loveth me. 





Various. 
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Laft Words to my Lorgnette 



I. 



COMPANION of fcreneft hours, 
Good genius of mine eyes. 
To aid me with thy magic powers — 

Rich in thy memories ! 
O conftant friend through fleeted years, 

Since we muft part ere long. 
Lift, whilft I mingle fmiles and tears, — 
My valedidory fong. 



II. 
Imprefled upon thy crjrftal arc 

Are countlefs lovely things ; — 
E'en that to fit — ^thy form to mark — 

Sweet recolledion brings ; 
Yet, to recall what thou doft hold 

Were more than I may hope. 
Nor would I wi(h thee all unfold 

From thy kaleidofcope. 
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III. 
Ah ! doft thou think of that iirft day 

When we began delight ? 
A multitudinous array 

Of dames in colours bright : 
Then wert thou new, then I was young. 

And it were rafh to tell, 
Or more, or lefs, to thee or me, 

The joy that then befell. 

IV. 

Thofe eyes, thofe lineaments, thofe fmiles, 

Thofe glances fitly foft. 
Till, to affure ourfelves — too well. 

We look*d again — too oft ! 
Thou know'ft we faw a maiden's cheek 

So redden'd with a blufh. 
That thy two orbs, fo cold and meek. 

Partook the crimfon flu(h. 

V. 

We look'd again, and law, befide 

That fidr one, looking down, 
A dark face, blanch'd with rage and pride. 

And a portentous frown ; 
Thy firm frame fhiver'd at the (hock. 

And when I thee withdrew, 
I (aw thy glo(ry furfaces 

Bedimm'd with frigid dew. 
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VI. 
Doft thou remember that grand dame, 

Caftilian, high-born, 
Of whom we knew not e'en the name — 

So beauteous in her fcorn i 
Of her I know, beyond thy ken, 

And more, I know right well. 
That, but for thee, I ne'er had won 

The fmile of* Yfabel. 

vn. 
Rememb'reft thou, acrofs the ftage. 

That dancing £iiiry-fair, 
How we her notice did engage 

On earth, or in the air ? 
She flew, bird-like, again — ^again ! 

As if our glance to greet, 
Whilft wonder'd we what could fuftain 

Her pretty twinkling feet. 

vm. 
A noble lady once we found 

Endow'd with eyes of fire, 
We met them as they gazed around, 

And afk'd, ** is't love or ire ? " 
And then we look'd again, to heed 

A look all looks above ! 
Then, in our beating hearts agreed — 

" It is the look of love." 

R R 
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IX. 
We felt it — burning through thy lens ! 

Who would that look define 
Will need a power beyond the pen's, 

A tongue more fldll'd than mine. 
I took thee down in fudden fear 

And trembling — for thy fake. 
Left, by fuch heat, thy mirrors clear 

Should into atoms break. 

X. 

Canft thou forget that Ador great — 

Whofe features we did fcan 
Whilft wreftling with a hopelefs fate. 

Till he feem'd more than man? 
I felt thee fhudder in my hand, 
. And pitied thee thy pain, 
Yet thought, with thee — ** it is fo grand. 

We'll fuffer it again." 

XI. 

Rememb'reft thou — a face I ki^ew, 

At diftance, dimly guefs'd ; 
I fought thy help, and, by thy view. 

Good hap — perceived the reft. 
We mark'd his movements, faw his hate. 

And faid — " 'tis very clear, — 
Good hap, for us 'tis not too late, — 

We ftay no longer here.^ 



» 
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XII. 

Some fecrets are there us between. 

Which fain with us muft die. 
And fome of fuch a kind I ween 

To feal our fympathy. 
I thank thee for unreckon'd fmiles 

Which came through thee to me, — 
Let us, when life no more beguiles. 

Together buried be. 
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Song* 



" VIVE LA FOLIE. 



» 



BURTHEN bafe of mortal cares 
Thaty of the godlike, nothing fpares, — 
Takes the foul from out us wholly ; 
Joy and jollity rife unawares, 
Then, away with melancholie ! 

Vive la folie ! 



Weary, bored with life's humdrum. 
Waiting for joy that doth not come, — 
Wit and fancy fly us wholly ; 
Tipple and fmoke, and iing fee-fo-fum, 
Ho ! away with melancholie ! 

Vive la folie ! 



Work is good, and work is dry ; 
Live a little before you die, — 
For a while forget it wholly ; 
Fiddle and dance, and laugh till you cry, — 
Ho ! away with melancholie ! 

Vive la folie ! 
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Grind and grind, and gather wealth. 
And have everything but health, — 
Zeft for joyance lofing wholly ; 
OflF for a rollick — ^fweeter by ftealth ; — 
Ho ! away with melancholie ! 

Vive la folie ! 



Pore and fret, let knowledge grow. 
The more we learn the lefs we know, — 
Till content deferts us wholly : 
Summon the Ladies, — and fhout ho, ho ! 
Ho ! away with melancholie ! 

Vive la folie ! 




310 



Sevilla. 

IN after-days I oft fhall praife 
The towers, and flowers, of fair Sevilla ; 
Her fun and fhade and bufy ways 
Graced by the Donas in mantilla ; 
Her grand Cathedral's folemn gloom ; 
Her zephyrs fweet with orange-bloom ; 
Her patios cool with pure azul. 
And all her Moorifh maravilla ; 
But chief in memory will rule, 
( As &r above as great Orion !) 

A fprite or bird 

Which there I heard ; 

An Englifh tongue, 

That fpake or fung 

In fimple footh 

Or carelefs truth, — 
The clear, frank laugh of Dame Carlyon ! 

Sevilla, i M^y, i860. 
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For " Weber's laft Waltz. 
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AIR. 

BE ftill, be ftill, my foul, is this delufion. 
Or is my fpirit free from earthly bondage 7 
Thofe ftrains feraphic cannot be illufion — 
Ah, no ! they are . . for fure . . from heaven . . 
from heaven. 

INTERLUDE. 

Mortal — mortal ! thou art not tranflated. 

Yet art thou habiting this lower fphere ; 

O foul ! to hear thofe accents thou haft waited ; — 

Once having liften'd, muft I linger here ? 

AIR. 

Hark, hark — oh lift ! again, again 'tis founding — 
Now — now I hear thy echoing melody — 
Now — now 'tis ringing through the hoft fur- 
rounding. 
In tones . . divine . . decreaiing • . foftly flow. 



> Verfe i is to be played in ufual time, except laft line, 
which is gradually flow : the Interlude^ rather foftly : verfe 
3 with fervour, quick time, diminifhing at the end : verfe 4 
flowly, and gently decreafing in force to the concluiion. 
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FOR **frEBER*S LAST WALTZr 



AIR. 



Reft, reft, my heart — for thee this world is over- 
Reft, fpirit ! thy celeftial home is nigh. — 
I hear — I hear ! and they are Angels' voices, — 
I hear — I hear ! — ^and . . now . . I die — I die. 
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A Hymn for all People. 

ALMIGHTY Father, hear ! 
Our voice to Thee we raife 
In gratitude and fear ; 
And, tunefully, to praife 
Thy holy Name, confeffing. 
With humble heart, our fin, — 
Befeeching for Thy bleffing. 
Great God, fo long forbearing, 
With us, the while tranfgreffing. 
And oft for Thee uncaring, — 
Let not Thy wrath begin I 
We have done ill, unknowing. 
And, thankleiHy, received ; — 
But, Thy mercy much exceedeth. 
As our faultful nature needeth ; — 
Oh ! ceafe not Thou beftowing, 
That we be not bereaved ! 



s s 
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To Sarah at School, 



ANTICIPATING THE HOLIDAYS. 

PRETTY, mcrry-laughing Sifter, 
This will find thee ever gay, 
Brimming-full of hope and joyance, 
Seeking ftill a happier day. 

From the mirth thy heart o'erflowing 
Wouldft thou wifely make a ftore, — 

Though I wifh not, yet there (hall be 
Times when thou wilt want it more. 



What a fund were that for after ! 

Fairy Sifter, fancy-free, — 
Precious fund of merry laughter, 

All enough for thee and me. 

Through our lives, however lengthen'd, 
Thou ftiouldft from thy ftore diipenfe 

Balm divine for every forrow, 
Joy diftiird from innocence. 



TO SARAH AT SCHOOL. 

That may fail thee, merry Sifter, 
So laugh out the little fpan ; 

And be it a rule of living, — 
To be merry when you can. 
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Impromptu. The Mirror, 

THE mirror broken ? never mind ! 
Let not fuch breakage breed deje&ion ; 
Nor will I fcold, whilft yet I hold 
The Source of its moft fweet refledtion. 



Vale I 

LADY, believe, 
Though but few hours ago 
Each other's face we did not know. 

There's one will grieve 
That needs fo foon we part. 
And hoard thine image ever in his heart. 

Oh, happy fate. 
That hath endow'd it with fo fweet a mate ! 
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Impromptu. A Whim. 

■ 

SHUT, (hut, bleft eyes ! — turn, turn away, fond 
face ! 
Tend not wherefrom that moment thou muft fever ; 
Yet oh ! let forrow next to joy give place, — 
For what, at fight, thou lov'ft, is thine for ever. 



Impromptu. 

SOME zSts there are, of human kind, 
Beyond this earthly fphere, 
Some thoughts in other worlds to find 
The home they have not here. 

And fuch will be the kindred traits 
That ftamp the heavenly face. 

Whereby the loves of mortal days 
A£Sinity fhall trace. 
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The Sermon. 

MADAM — ^whcn, fitting in the Church, 
I fee thee near the parfon fhining, 
Howe'er recondite his refearch 
I, gazing, lift, without repining ; 
And whilfty in fairnefs, I agree 
With thofe who call the fermon profy, 
Mine eyes (as fhut they could not fee), 
Forget entirely to be dozy. 



The Anfwer. 

AY, lady dear ! whate'er — I'll go to fee thee ; 
For, in thy prefence, time is very fweet. 
And, in thy prefence, joy is very great ; 
But Cometh foon the moment I muft flee thee, 
The end moft bitter of fweet time too fleet. 
And forrow greater — ^when we feparate ! 
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Impromptxi. 

As a cloud before the Moon> 
So is life, — pafsM by as foon ; 
So is life of mortals given, — 
Hiding fight> not hope, of Heaven. 



Song. The Rofe. 

SWEET Rofe ! from thy kindred fevered, 
From thy parent ftem — alone ! 
In fpring-drops pure I place thee — 
Ah, did I hear thee groan i 



I weep, e*en to guefs thy feeling, 
And, in fancy, hear thee figh, — 
That figh the thought revealing, — 
Thou wert but born to die ! 
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Prelude 

TO A COMMON-PLACE BOOK. 

NOUGHT to me e'er pleafure brought, 
Like participating thought ! 
If filent, deep's the joy we feel, ^^ 

To find our own, another's weal; 
The bright conception, unexpreft 
Yet to ourfelves, — by others dreft ; 
Truly, and touchingly, that fhown 
Which we had thought were all our own. 
This mutual infight of the mind. 
This glimpfe to which a third is blind, 
This interchange of feeling, this 
Sincere, though momentary blifs, — 
Should it, — as blifs had been the coft. 
If by me it now were loft, 
Should that, which blifs had caufed to be. 
Be ftraight forgotten then by me ? 

I83S- 
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With Hood's Annual. 

(1840.)' 

LADY, the books herewith thy favour claim ! 
Thou (halt find Wifdom, dreft in Folly's garb, 
Good fenfe, inftill'd with all the force of fmiles. 
Truth its own language fpeaking to the heart ; 
Thou (halt know Virtue when (he doth not frown, 
And pathos undifturb'd by groans and tears, — 
And learn, by pleafant proof, that laughing out 
Doth better recreate than doleful dreaming. 
That keen, though bloodlefs weapon. Satire named, 
(Sometimes mifufed in aid of perfonal fpite. 
But then moft weak) doth in thefe pages ftrike. 
With cunning aim, and guilelefs artifice, — 
To wound for cure, chaftifing faults which elfe, 
Congenial being, and in colour like 
To a degraded nature, had remain'd 
Uncared for, or unfeen. 

On thee — on thee ! 
The (hafts of fatire muft all pointlefs fall. 



* This date was prior to the general recognition of Hood's 
geniiu, 

T T 
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The Fifth of November. 

THERE was a timey my brothers, 
Ere to man's eftate we came, 
When the fifth day of November 
To us brought a merry game ; 
Oh ! the banging fquibs and crackers, 
And the rockets and the wheels, 
Still memory fmells the powder. 
And the trepidation feels. 

Then Guy Fawkes, that wretched hero, 
Was reduced to afhes quite. 
As the red remorfelefs tar-tub 
Completed our fierce delight ; 
Yet, like the famous Phoenix 
From the flames to re-appear, 
And make this day, next winter. 
Unlike other in the year. 

Now, the fifth day of November, 
To us brings, — perhaps a fog ; 
'Tis a Monday or a Tuefday, 
Or, — a day to burn a log ; 
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Wc wonder much thofc flmpletons 
That " guy " (hould hawk about. 
And then, with fquibs and crackers, 
Will make that infernal rout 



Sage and Difciple. 

MASTER, for thy learning. 
Much my foul is yearning ! 
Why don't Man live longer, 
Longer live, and ftronger, 
Wifdom always earning i 
This is my furprife. 



Son, thy thought hath reafon. 
With thy youth in feafon j 
Yet, to wilh life longer, 
Longer life, and ftronger. 
To our God were treafon ! 
Man would grow too wife. 



SS3b^.^il. 
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Pyrrha. 



THY golden treffes, Pyrrha, 
Illume my ill very pate, 
As oft the funfhine blefles 
A wretch difconfolate. 

Thy golden dowers, Cleon, 
To me much more are worth, 

As oft the fummer (howers 
Refreih the thirfty Earth. 

Nay, nay ! thy gold, my Pyrrha, 
Is finer gold than mine ; 

For thefe refplendent trefies 
Around my heart entwine. 

My heart thou bindeft, Cleon, 
About with cords of gold ; 

Elfe, lover though the kindeft. 
Might Pyrrha think thee old. 

Ah ! lovely, faucy Pyrrha, — 
Thy gold is more than gold ; 

For, near thefe glowing trefles, 
I never can be old ! 
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Profpero. 



OH Mother ! how (hall I fpell ? 
Sifter can fpell every word ; 
I wi(h to do it as well. 

Try, dear, try. 

Solomon Stratton can fwim ; 
Often I think I (hall drown ^ 
Why can't I do it like him ? — 

Sink, to fwim. 

Algebra bothers my brains ; 
Herbert^ with eafe, took the prize j 
What have I earn'd for my pains ? — 

Work, to earn. 

Tumble I went at that fence ; 
Fleming fat firm as a rock ; 
Surely my riding* s pretence ! — 

Braveft firft. 

They fkate, like train on a rail ; 
/ cannot keep on my legs ; 
On ice one's courage does fail ! — 

Fall, to rife. 



3i6 PROSPERO. 

The balls run juft where they fay ; 
How do they drive 'em fo fure ? 
Billiards I never ihaU play ! — 

Wi(h and will. 



Hand ! me thou wilt not obey ; 
Craftfman — ^it's legerdemain ! 
Why is my work as your play ? — 

Skill comes late. 



Science to me is a maze, 
Albeit fome prate it fo glib ; 
Mercy ! my head it will craze j — 

Think, to know. 



Strange ! how fuch pi&ures they make ; 

My trial is but a daub ; 

Palette and brufh I'll forfake !— 

Nought for nought. 



Mufic I love, and would play. 
Art fuperhuman it feems ; 
Pra£Uce to me is difmay ! — 

Zeal doubts not. 
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Thoughts to the world would I tell ; 
Difficult eiFort it proves ; 
Some, not my betters, write well. 

Think well, firft. 



What is the Orator's power ? 
Me, public fpeaking confounds i 
Some men can fpout by the hour. 

Heart breeds fpeech. 



Fix'd was my hope on that chance ! 
Loft I whither now (hall I go ? 
Backwards whilft others advance I — 

Mend thy fpring. 



Ruin ! half-way up to fame, 
Down from the ladder I fell ; 
Nothing is left me but (hame ! — 

If low, mount. 



My love ! ah, half of my foul ! 
Yet (he my love has denied ; 
Hard my diftrefs to control ! — 

Love prevails. 



3i8 PROSPERO. 

Oh, to determine the right ! 
Wrong hath its reafons as well ; 
Error like truth is bedight ! — 

Truth will win. 

Firm in their faith, do they preach, 
What nothing on earth can prove ; 
How to fuch faith fliall I reach ? — 

Faith is bom. 

What has become of my prayer ? 
Struggle, and ftruggle in vain ; 
Broken heart whifpers defpair ! — 

Pray, pray, pray ! 
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Stigma Loweri. 

READ AFTER DINNER — 25TH JANUARY, 1860. 

MARC Antony Lower's a princeat ^^palaver'' 
But> plainly to fpeak, a moft rafcally carver ; 
Twice his aid at the table no hoft will employ, 
Having feen the arch-fpoiler hew, hack, and deftroy ; 
As Hecuba's, dire the defpair of the wife 
Who ever has trufted his hand with a knife ; 
That moment all reafon and fenfe fly away. 
He feizes your prog as a tiger his prey ; 
Your Beef he faws thick, your Down Mutton thin. 
Or if it be fi(h ferves out nothing but fin i 
If Chicken he caufes beholders to groan. 
Tearing flefli into ribbons, and finew from bone ; 
Seeing near him a Ham, you a(k him for that^ — 
When ftraightway he gives you a dollop of fat ; 
In the matter of pie put not in him your truft. 
Left wiihing for fruit you get nothing but cruft : 
He's been known, many times, to be very profufe 
With the favoury ftuffing, forgetting the Goofe, — 
And wifely avoiding your fteel blade to tarnifh, 
Help the lady who's next him to nothing but garnifh ; 
He can cut with a pen, and conco£^ you a di(h 
Out of fine modern ink with an ancient rel/V^, 

u u 
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But in carving, and forving, of Lower beware, 
Elfe, though you be parfon, he*ll caufe you to fwear. 
Thus though in the higher you recognize Lower, 
In this art which is lower, you love him no more ! 




Marc Antony Lower enjoys his " vacation," 
But fays there's no time in it for — recreation ; 
And then for long months he purfues his ^^ vacation " 
Like horfe in a mill without any ceiTation : 
Hence a problem provoking no fmall botheration. 
Namely — which is vacation and which is vacation ? 
For the difference here between vo and va 
Should value the fame as between work and play, 
Or even as much as between do and fay ; 
(Not to mention the contraft, in aim f^ul or f^ir 
Nor if 'tis your purpofe to fp^il or to fp^rre.) 
But whether in vo or whether in va. 
Or whether in work or whether in play, 
Or whether in do or whether in fay, 
The metamorphofis is with O and A ; 
So with Lower— a flave who ne'er kicks off his 

fetters — 
Call it work, call it play, it's a quedion of Utters** 
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The Curate. 

FOUNDED ON FACT. 

IN a village not far from ** the city of fmokc," 
Where, if bitter the fcandal, the better the joke, 
A place much infefted with (very) old maids. 
Who, declining, are pining for fpiritual aids, — 
Where tradefmen learn brotherly love at *' the 

Shades ; " 
There dwells a young Curate, ah, fo interefting ! 
He wins by a look, by his mode of requeuing. 
And fo fweetly retiring, 'tis faid by his friends 
That, fo mild his beginnings, he can have no ends. 
When he took to the parifh, mod fad to relate ! 
Original fin was its terrible ftate ; 
No light in the darknefs, no ftar in the iky. 
Of the whole population, not one but muft die ! 
Then — then came the Curate, and furely no change 
Since that firft at chaos, fo marvellous ftrange 
Has been known or conceived ; in one little week, 
No lady need carry a blufh on her cheek ; — 
The thieves all decamp'd, tongue-tied were the liars. 
The fellers, converted, told truth to the buyers ; 
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The maids grew feraphic, angelic the men. 
The old ^^ roaring lion " durft not from his den ; 
Decorum, and piety, order, and peace. 
Half ruin'd the lawyers, and fpoil'd the police : 
Now the godlefs and gracelefs flock gladly to church. 
Now the fick and bed-ridden are left in the lurch, 
Now pew-openers are harafT'd, and big beadles 

ftrut, 
And free feats are not free if the church is not fhut; 
Now balls are deferted, and plays unremember'd, 
And all the May joys prematurely December'd ; 
It was faid that all thofe who had fathers before 

them 
Penance did for their fins, and but lived to deplore 

them. 
The Curate proved truths with a force mathemadc, 
He proved without meaning the old word fanatic \ 
He proved to his lifteners, by counting their heads, 
Exa£^ly the number at home in their beds ; 
He proved — and fair Truth ne'er feem'd fweeter or 

grander — 
That man is not rightly a goofe, but a gander 
(And that fad, he explain'd, could moft clearly be 

(hown 
In a very particular friend of his own). 
The Curate did more ; — a blunder irrational 
Had mif-named the fchool of the village the 
«* National;" 
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The boys had their duties ; the principal thing 
Was, aloft in the old church to make the walls ring. 
And, like cherubs, encourage the people to fing. 
Now thefe cherubs fang badly, all out of tune fadly. 
And the Curate at iirft bore the difTonance madly, 
Until he difcover'd, and (hewed o'er and o'er, 
That they couldn't fing worfe^if they fang as much 

more ! 
It foUow'd from this that the people, improved 
By the Curate's exertions, felt pioufly moved 
To fome cheerful diverfion ; — for faints do not 

thrive 
Without fomething worldly to keep them alive ; — 
To give them full juftice, it here (hould be faid 
That much they confulted, and patiently read, 
To find a purfuit which their hearts need not grieve. 
Nor even a fhade on their fpotlefihefs leave. 
They fearch'd through the Fathers, and little there 

found, 
But juft when defpair their perplexity crown'd, 
St Thomas Aquinas the friend in need ftood, 
Pronouncing that mufic is ^^ holy and good ; " 
They (houted the didium, they felt quite delighted, 
They thought all their labour was doubly requited. 
But ah ! one fufpicion their joyfulnefs croft, 
If the Curate obje6ted, their pleafure was loft ! 
The Synod agreed on the Paftor to wait. 
And, or banning or bleffing, difcover their fate ; 
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The Curate received them with looks calm and 

gracious, 
And mild as his favourite food farinaceous ; 
The purpofe propounded, the vi(it explain*d. 
They await the decree, with fufpenfe nothing 

feign'd ; 
Alas ! why fo dark that erft radiant brow ? 
Why quiver thofe eyelids ? why rifes he now ? 
He lifted his book, the table he flamm'd, 
** Why, gentlemen, furely you would not be damn*d?" 
The worthies iirft wondered, then meekly begun 
To mention their reafons ; but ere they had done, 
'Twas loft on the Curate, 
Who ftill was obdurate. 
Till, venting his fury, he fplutter'd out, ** Zounds ! 
When you talk to me this way my zeal has no 

bounds. 
If your tafte were thus heightened in every degree. 
Who, I aflc, will be caring to liften to me ? " 



1843. 
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King Sham. 



ONCE on a time there dwelt upon the Earth 
One unendow'd by genius or by birth, 
"With knowledge unencumber'd, as with worth. 
He fwagger'd forth, and faid, " I'll have my day — 
Hey, for King Sham ! let men fay what they may. 
What others know, can I not that profefs^ 
And take the credit for it none the lefs ? 
Xhis I perceive — that diffidence doth lag, 
That Talent, toiling, is cut out by Brag ; 
And he that claims the merit — takes the fwag. 
To modeft pleadings gates and ears are (hut — 
The mode potential is to fwell and ftrut. 
Let honeft zeal, unfordid, fweat the brain ; 
For me, prepared to grafp, the fruits remain \ 
Of Truth, with Pilate's queftion I agree — 
Truth is a branch of high Philofophy ! 
Learning and virtue, and all gifts divine. 
May work their purpofe, fo the fpoil is mine I 
Bethink what game will beft your wiles repay. 
And then, with tongue in cheek, fay — Thafs the way. 
A noble projefl 1 Go a-head, my boys ! 
Who gets the guerdon ? I, who make the noife. 
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The brainlefs boobies, aimlefs, fail to fee 
That all their ftriving is, at laft, for me. 
Wheedle, incite, and, when the battle's won. 
Forward I ftand, and vaunt what / have done ; 
Then, with a flourithy fheath my bloodlefs fword. 
And, in due fequence, feize my juft reward. 
If other foremoft in the fight would be, — 
Difguft him — then, he leaves the field to me : 
Oppofe, denounce, and put him on the (helf — 
Next, to the front — and do the thing myfelf. 
Flattery goes far, and homage bringeth grift — 
Few men (or women) can that fiege reiift. 
Yet, though your words be foft, and fweet as honey. 
They are as empty wind, unback'd by money. 
Therefore my cry fhall be 'gainft joke or jibe, 
(Indifferent for what) fubfcribe, fubfcribe ! 
When, for the race of life, you get aftride. 
The filly Charity's the one to ride ! 
What wots the world or if you die or live, 
Unlefs that you have fomething ftill to give ? 
He has the thanks by whom the dole is dealt ; 
Enough that leaps the largefs from his belt. 
Cajole, and twit, carefs, and promife high ; 
If ftill yo\x fail — to give the world the lie, 
Suggeft a *' Teftimonial" by-and-by. 
Sign me this paper — teftify your debt 
To me who never did your good forget. 
Some fcruples ? tufti ! a fig for your pretences ! 
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At them at once ! and bring them to their fenfes. 
What ? recreants, cowards, meanlings, to refufe 
A fair return to whom you owe your fhoes ! 
Downcaft, afhamed, they all before me creep. 
And do my bidding like a flock of fheep. 
Then they the bantling bring — to me who got it — 
And I exclaim-^God blefs me ! who'd have thought 

it! 
Ho ! to oppofe me who fhall be fo bold ? 
Who can bellow, can he not too withhold ? 
Your friends — are thofe who fawn, or thofe who 

fneer ; 
For fome are held by hope, and fome by fear. 
If one, diftraught, againft me dares to preach, 
I fay he's * perfonal' and flop his ' fpeech.' 
Or if fometimes they flat refufe to hear you, 
Tell it inftead to the Reporters near you j — 
They'll find to their furprife, defeat and for row, 
It's in the Papers all the fame to-morrow. 
This is not all, for living maketh bill ; 
For this the beft thing is to Ihare a Will : 
Fools work, and what they earn muft go to fome 

one. 
And then, what does it matter to the dumb one ? 
A noble maxim — that all men are brothers ; 
Nor lefs a truth, fome born to work for others. 
Such ufeful, flavifh induftry you fhirk. 
Then manifeft the glory of their work. 

X X 
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Janty alike, be it to laints or finners, 

Feed them with eleemofynary dinners ; 

Some one to couple beg-and-boaft prefumes — 

Don't you look quite as well in borrowed plumes ? 

The art of life ! to be not what you feem. 

Cozen the world by impudence fupreme, — 

Grofs, and yet unfubftantial as a dream I 

When the good parafites would bow the knee — 

Nay ! it is you men honour, honouring me. 

But if they rafhly breathe contempt or blame — 

Remember that on you defcends the fhame. 

I pray no prophet from the (ky be fent 

To reckon all the good — I did prevent ; 

Ovy of my deeds, interpret to the letter 

What, but for me, had certes been much better ! ** 

^^ Have you not feen a damfel, fair as day, 
Whilft allndeferving, pine herfelf away ? 
Have you not feen a woman bold as brafi. 
With nought to flatter her — except her glafe, — 
Proud in fuccefs, with her third hufband pais ? 
So to fucceed in honours or in pelf. 
Wait not for courting, but * propofe ' y our f elf,** 

^' Though much is gained, yet further muft be 
done — 
Some for to-day, and more for future, won ; 
Forfooth, the future is beyond my ken — 
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The dreadful difference of now and then \ 

In this how true — Bii dat qui citi dat ! — 

I know my men too well to count on that ! 

It's good to banen on the things that be — 

A grander aim — to gull pofterity ! 

Make thine own Sutue ! or thy ghoft will rue it, 

For when thou'rt gone, who will be left to do it ?" 




In Germany, 

1844. 
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Baftei. 

SPOT from primeval chaos unfubdued, 
Or, haply, left by the creative Word 
An inftance of that fell diforder crude ; 
We gaze and tremble ! the ftill fpirit ftirr'd 
To deep emotion, by this fhapelefs herd 
Of things material ; and thus do own, — 
In all our pride of deftiny deferr'd, — 
A kindred nature with the fenfelefs ftone. 
And bow, fmall block to great, as we to fear are 
prone. 
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Brandt. 

li^ETHINKS, the countlefi orbs in fpace 

•^^-*- volving, 

At the beginning, were concrete in One ; 

And that dread fhock, the vaft compad diflblving, 

Left here enruin'd, when the wrack was done, 

A city, which man's work fliould equal none. 

Monftrous foundations, taller than our fpires. 

Columns, fky-fearching, though but yet begun. 

Portals, from whofe furvey, man, fhrunk, retires ; 

Grandeur beyond our means, not paffing our defires 



The Drefden Gallery. 

TREASURE of atoms of great fouls tranflated, — 
The fparks of inextinguifhable fire 
Erft, in the upward firuggle, fcintillated ; 
Relics, bequeath'd to comfort and infpire 
The future earth-worm deftined to be higher ; 
Enchanting fublimations of high thought. 
For centuries prifoned in a denfe attire ; 
Glimpfes, in heavenward flight, by Genius caught. 
To thoufands aye unknown if not to vifion brought. 



IN GERMANY. 345 



Cologne Cathedral feen from the Rhine. 

I IKE a difmember'd ftone-god thou appeared! 
^ AiTured the courfe of ages will reftore 
Thy giant limb, and front fublime thou reareft. 
As that great Titan proudly did of yore \ 
And, even now, is thy abafement o'er. 
For man admits thy long negle£led right, 
Refolving to endure thy fhame no more ; 
Lo ! where the weed had growth, the owl delight. 
Again the chifel clinks with hundred-handed 
might 



A Full Moon at Ehrenbreitftein. 

I SAW at Ehrenbreitftein the ftill queen. 
Refulgent crowning the embattled height, 
On all things fmiling with as pure a (been 
As forth (he fhed, her iirfl created night ; 
Such fweet communion held fhe by her light, 
That fome lone mortal, gazing from afar, 
Forgot his earth-born nature, and, defpite 
Whatever of ill his afpirations mar. 
Became, for little while, as her attendant ftar. 

Y Y 
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The Ariadne. 

^ I ^IS a great deed, Dannecker, thus to earn 
-*^ A perpetuity obje£Uve, fo 
That, if the unending lot whereto we yearn 
Not unto us were granted, thou wouldft know 
Prolong'd exiftence, whilft men come and go. 
Thy foul in ftone, — a name forever new. 
Nor would man's Maker thus on man beftow 
The fkill creative, and unpleafed view 
Of our decaying form, fuch lading image true. 



The Ariadne. 

TIS very well, — that arm repofeth fweetly. 
Wholly uncared for by the eager mind; 
And the fair form is fafhion'd fo completely, 
It is too difficult a fault to find ; 
Yet, if to ftate a choice I were inclined, 
Firft would I praife the limb depending low, 
As proof of art in nature, moft refined : 
Prove me that it is nervelefs, ere I go ! 
Or, if (he liveth not, what will fupports it fo ? 
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The Novice. 

WITHIN that antique convent thou art 
hidden,— 
A jewel in a cafket, yet mine eye 
Lacks not thine image ; for, in fpirit bidden. 
The loved form, like an angel, ftandeth by. 
Ah, if indeed unwilling, wouldft thou hie 
Unto the mountain-top, with features mild. 
And, in a ghoftly prefence, hear me flgh ? 
This were to prove true love but Fancy's child. 
And fympathy, alas ! no more than notion wild. 





A Chafe of Echo. 




A Chafe of Echo. 



[The legend of Ovid reverfed — Echo purfued, inftead of 
purfuing : Echo ftill lives — as a Voice : (he is the objefl of 
love — love, as an abftraftion, — real only whilft unreal — loft 
when found. Laon is the love that dies on difenchantment.] 

Laon. 

VISION of deep, — my Dream of waking life ! 
Why is it, Echo, Chat I find thee not ? 
Thou livcfl: doubtlefs, for the heart is true, 
And in my heart thou liveft : 

Echo dear. 
Soon fliall I find thcc, — for I think, nay, know 
That thou art near ; Oh, anfwer to my call ! 
Be Nature blefTed for thcfe yearnings furc. 
Be Nature blelTed for unfailing hope. 



351 A CHASE OF ECHO, 

Where from me hided thou? — ^where art thou. 

Echo? 
Dear Echo ! I have fought thee o'er the plain, — 
In meads and groves, and in the ways of men : 
Sweet, anfwer me ! that I may be where thou art ; 
Echo ! — not here : 

Echo ! — alas, not here : 

« « « « « 

Still on I wander, wander, wander on, — 
Aweary wandering, without thee. Echo ! 
Ah ! with thee, I would tread the Earth like air. 
Thy prefence giving each a two-fold life. 
Thy foul with mine us winging o'er the hills ! 
« « « « « 

Here, by this lucent lake's fmooth, fmiling face. 
The woods and rocks around in holy ftillnefs. 
Here thou awaited me : I'll find thee here. 

Echo! 

Echo. 

She is here ! 

Come to me 1 

Come to me. 

There, — there ! 'tis fure, — acrofs the lake I'll fwim ; 

Deareft, I come ! 

Dearejiy I come, 
« « « « « 

Alas ! not found — again — again not found. 
Come to me, Echo ! that together we 
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May fee, and hear, and know but one bleft life : 
Come to me. Echo ! to my longing come ! 
No joy without thee can be quite a joy, 
What thine eyes fee not, brings no joy to mine — 
To look on cheerlefs what thou feeft not. 
That yet thou fhouldfl be near me, — ^it is pain y-^ 
Pain to be near, nor fee thee, nor embrace. 
Echo ! dear Echo ! 

Cruel, {he is gone ! 
As I approach and think to clafp, fhe flies ; 
Oh, I am weary, and muft faint, or fleep. (^Sleeps.) 

(^Murmurs injieep.) 
Dear love, but this is well : come — come to me 1 
Now, now I fee thee, now I hold thee near ; 
We (hall not feparate — fhall ever live ! 
Such love for ever lives : 

{fVakes.) 

No more ! no more : 
Yet fhall I follow, if flie will not ftay. 
Where fhe hath cheated me : — ^away, away ! 
# « « « « 

Out of the maze at lafl ! I pant with fpeed ; 
But where — ^where is my Echo ? Echo dear ! 
How on thefe fpreading down-lands can fhe 

fhroud her ? 
The velvet fward, too foft for refonance, 
Too fmooth the print to take of her light feet, — 
How fhall I guide me ? 

z z 
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Swelling on and on, 
The earth is undulate like waving waters. 
Now high, now low — ^an ocean, though of land : 
Yet, in that trough adown muft filence be, — 
There could (he gain fome harbour ; Til defcend ; 
The place is very ftill ; — ^if flie but fpeak. 
How foftly I I'll purfue her o'er the wold. 

Echo! 

Echo, 
Whence was the voice ? I heard it very clear. 

Echo! 

Echo. 
Lo, (he hath flitted; but I'll call again. 
Echo, where art thou f 
Where art thou ? 

Echo: 

Echo. 
Heareft thou me? 
Heareji thou me ? 
Yea, Love, I heard thee ! and do ftraight come near 
The fpot wherefrom thou fpeakeft; I am here : 
Echo, dear Echo ! do but fpeak again ; 
Oh, flee not from me, — flee not from me love ! 

Echo! 
Gbne — gone is (he 1 and I muft further travel. 
I faint — I faint ! and yet once more will call : 

Echo I 

Echo. 
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Anfwer me ! 
Anfwer me. 
Thou loveft me ftill ? 
Thmlffuejimejiill? 
ThQu knoweft that I love thee, Echo fweet ! 
Forfake me not ! for I am broken-hearted : — 
The day doth fade, and with it hope and life ; 
I fleep, or die : 

Be with me, Echo dear I (Sleeps,) 
Echo fpeais. 
Yea, I'll be with thee, Laon, — in thy fleep — 
Fain would I pity thee — &in prove to be 
The love thou feekeft— and fo lofe my joy; — 
Thy pain, my joy, — ftill fleeing, ftill purfued, 
For aye evading, and for ever loved ! 
So Jhalt thou fee me, — for that fight is life, 
Fire to thy heart, and fury to thy foul. 

Laon (injleep). 
Echo, dear Echo, now I fee thy face. 
Yea, hear thee breathe, yea, know that thou art 

mine : 
Thou'lt never leave me I never leave me more. 

Echo fpeaJks. 
Fond, foolifli boy, then wert thy chafe at end ! 
Away, away ! or thou wilt lofe thy joy. 

Laon (waking). 
Oh, horror ! fleeping live, and waking die ! 
Echo, dear Echo ! 
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She is gone — is gone ; 
Dying I'll follow — fleeping live again. 

• « « « « 

The dells are ended ; on this arid plain 
The mereft fprite can hide not ; fading hope ! 
Oh, void in heart, oh, heart an aching void ! 
Oh, languid limbs, fuftaining heavy heart, 
Stay thee, the while I fing: — 

Sweet oney why fiyejl thm ever away from me^ 
Here and there anfwering^ never appearing^ 

SomewhiUs approaching^ or whifpering low to me^ 
What JhaU I think^ is it loving or fearing? 

Is it at willy or of fate thou evadeji me^ 
Still being near me wherever Fmjlraying ? 

Is it in joy or in grief thou efcapeji me^ 
Mocking my callj and thy prefence betraying ? 

Yet J whilft thou anfwerejly ever F II follow thee^ 
Wooing the voice^ and its origin blejjingy 

Lovingly hearings and calling unceafingly^ 

Till eyes Jhall be blejly and arms Jhall be prejjing. 

« « « « « 

And next, oh whither, whither do I wend — 
Abroad this dreary field, withouten bound f 
That dim horizon is, I think, the Sea ; 
That mark I'll reach, and then no further ftray. 
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It is the Sea, — and byits fhore and crags : 
There doth my Echo hide : 

I come, dear Echo. 

« « « « « 

Here, in this fea-cave, will my Echo be ! 
*Tis deep and wide ; the voice of Ocean lift ! 
If (he be here, V\\ win her, — and her hold. 

Echo ! 

Echo. 
I follow ! 

Follow. 
O happy me ! Til enter ; 

Echo fweet ! 
Echo, dear Echo ! kill me not with fcorn I 
Echo, dear Echo ! kill me not with woe ! — 
Sure then (he fpake, but then again is dumb. 
Why in thefe dark recefies fhould I bide f 
Here, from the beach, I'll call her, o'er the Sea. 

Echo ! hark — Echo ! lift — my Echo ! lift : 
Nought but mine own voice moaning o'er the 

main: 
What worth to me is life, if hope has fled ? 
My heart is feinting, and mine eyelids droop ; 
Come — come, kind fleep j my feet approach the 

flood : 
The waves will mount — upon them I ftiall float 
Another world unto, — and to my Echo. {Sleeps.) 
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EcHo/peais. 
Dootned Laon, thou wilt die : the while I love thee ! 
So will they hear me ! and purfue in vain, 
A love that doth not to their world pertain. 
See me once more, dear Laon ! doft thoir not ? 

Laon {injleep). 
Echo, I fee thee, and methinks thy beauty 
Sublimeth more and more ; turn not away 
Thofe dove-like, dreamy eyes : look on me yet, — 
That I the thought of thy feraphic traits 
May have with me in my celeftial reft : — 
Now I behold thee fully, and for aye. 

{fVakes) 
Gone, gone !— defpair ! 

I think the world is falfe. 
My Love a Voice — my loved-one but a Shade. 
My hope is dead ; — ^is higher life a dream ? 
The life of dreams is love and joy to me : 
My heart is void, and life is nothingnefs. 
Then rather let me fleep that long, long fleep. 
Where vain hope is not, or where love abides — 
Where, dreaming, ever I my Echo fee. 

The heaving billows lift me from the Earth ; — 
Echo, dear Echo ! Daughter of the Air, 
T 6 thee — to thee! 



I 
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L'Envoi. 

Go, go my booky go^ tuning tell 
Some thoughts that haply me befell^ 
Or in my youth J or later age^ 
Andfet my foul a-Jinging ; 
From me^ to bear upon the page^ 
Some traces of my pilgrimage 
To them whofe life isfpringing. 

Wend welly my booty wend wide and find 
The true-bom brotherhood ofmindy 
Some kindred fouls who me not know^ 

Albeit they have been yearning ; 
Tell them their love may ferve to Jhow 
That knowledge which to f elf doth flow 

Is little worth the learning, 

Sofpeedy my bookyfo gainful fpeedy 
As thaty in readers fomcy to breed 
New motions of the heart and brainy 

To fend their thoughts a-flying ; 
Then Jhall I not have writ in vain 
But charmedly live on againy 

And never quite be dying. 




^ 



